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. CHAPTER I. 

|N the large drawing-room sat the 

marchioness, looking tired and 

weary after her journey. 

" Welcome to my home, dear aunt," said 

Elvira, walking quickly over to her, and 

kissing her warmly. *^How good you are 

to come here, and I am so glad to see 

you." 

" Thank you, dear child," answered the 
old lady, looking with pleasure at the 
beaming face of her beautiful niece : " I 
was getting weary of being alone at Harton 
Court, so I came to see you, and the land 

VOL. II. 1 



Elvira^ Lady Casterton. 



you love so well. Ah ! Sir Sidney 1 You 
here ? Well, that is a surprise !" she said, 
as she gave him her hand. 

" I got tired of Greece and Turkey, and 
had a fancy for visiting the North," he an- 
swered, carelessly, " and studying the man- 
ners and people to be found there." 

"And you begin your studies here?" 
asked the marchioness, somewhat haughtily. 

" On the contrary, I have not yet begun, 
for I considered it was but polite, as also a 
pleasure, to pay a visit first to Lady Cas- 
terton," he answered, smiling. 

"The contrary, my dear fellow, would 
have proved you totally deficient in gal- 
lantry," quietly observed Edwin. 

Elvira rose, and ringing the bell, she 
gave orders for the lady's luggage to be 
carried to the best guest chamber, and for 
Lord Casterton's to be taken to the rooms 
already prepared for him on the other side 
of the hall. 
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" Come with me, dear aimt ! You look 
tired. You will rest better in your own 
apartments — ^take my arm, and I will show 
you the way ;" and she led the old lady 
from the room. 

As soon as they were alone, Edwin and 
Sidney looked at each other for a moment ; 

then, bursting into a hearty laugh, Edwin 
said, 

" Upon my honour, I believe you think I 
am jealous, Lemboum/' 

"Under the circumstances such a sus- 
picion would be an insult, Casterton ; and 
yet, if you were, I should have hopes your 
heart was speaking at last." 

"What a contradiction!" answered Ed- 
win. "My heart will never play the 
smallest possible r61e in anything concern- 
ing my wife." 

" Then why speak so bitterly as you did 
just now ?" asked Sidney, earnestly. " Even 
if you had a passing fear that she was paying 
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with her, could I ? You see, the farce must 
be kept up." 

"How can you speak like that, Cas- 
terton ? It is not worthy of you 1" 

" It is the unfortunate truth, neverthe- 
less,"* he said, shrugging his shoulders, 
^' The farther apart Lady Casterton and I 
are, the happier we feeL We are as the 
antipodes one to the other, and it is impos-> 
sible to unite us. Besides, she is rich and 
-contented, and grows more beautiful the 
longer we are apart." 

" Your lordship's room is in order," said 
a servant, entering at that moment. 

Edwin gave Sidney his hand ere he went, 
•observing, 

" I must go and bathe the dust of the 

journey off. I wonder what sort of a room 

has been put in order for me. Little my 

wife dreamed her husband would ever re- 

'quire one in her own castle." 
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And as he shut the door Sidney mur- 
mured to himself : 

" Antipodes impossible to unite — I begin 
to fear! Poor Elvira! what a wretched 
life is yours 1" 




CHAPTER II. 

HE northern summer sun was 
casting crimson and golden rays 
across the lawn at Timasjo, when 
the dinner-party left the table and strolled 
on to the terrace. 

'* What a day this has been for surprises !" 
said Edwin, softly, as he stood by the side 
of Armida. ** First I met Lemboum, who, 
I thought, was in Turkey, and then at din- 
ner I met you, which is the pleasantest sur- 
prise I could have had. How are you ? and 
where have you been since I last saw you ?" 

Armida's eyes shone strangely, with the 
same kind of expression a cat's have when 
lurking for his prey. She seemed glad to 
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find in Elvira's husband an acquaintance 
she had known under other circumstances, 
and she answered in the same low voice he 
had addressed to her : 

"And I, too, am surprised to see you, 
but I need not say it is a real pleasure, for 
you know it is/' 

Mrs. Brow gave a quick glance across at 
the marchioness, and dropped a stitch in 
her knitting. 

But Edwin took no notice of the mo- 
mentary silence which fell on the little 
company ; he seemed delighted to have 
found an old friend in Armida ; and in 
spite of the frown which gathered on the 
marchioness's forehead, and a slight change 
of colour in Elvira's cheeks, he began 
talking to her of Paris, Baden Baden, and 
Switzerland, reminding her of rides and 
walks, and many delightful hours spent 
together, and so interested did he appear 
that he prolonged the conversation with 
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her till the tea was announced, and they all 
went in together to partake of it. 

But Mrs. Brow noticed that often when 
Elvira laughed, the low, rippling sound 
made Edwin raise his eyes, and turn his 
head towards her, and that the expression 
of his face changed, and he looked uneasy 
as he watched her for a moment in con- 
versation with Sidney. 

Soon after tea the marchioness com- 
plained of fatigue, and retired to her room ; 
the rest followed her example, and Elvira . 
was left alone with her husband. 

After a moment's pause he rose, and 
drawing near to her, he said, 

*' How am I to thank you for the thought 
that fitted up my room so perfectly ? Not 
for a moment did I imagine you would 
have a room specially furnished for me. It 
was a great surprise to me. It was very 
kind of you, and I am really flattered 
that '' 



10 Elvurty Lady Casterton. 

''Ah! my lord! why let such a litUe 
thing Burpristt you ? It was sorely natural 
when I decided how the rooms were to be 
furnished, that one should be arranged for 
you, though I confess I never believed it 
would be occupied ; still it would have 
looked very strange if no apartments had 
been reserved for the special use of the 
master." 

"Looked strange!" exclaimed Edwin» 
"You seem to think a great deal of ap- 
pearances," 

" Of course I do ! I bear your name, 
and it is my duty to be careful that not the 
least shadow falls on it." 

*'In thanking you for that, I wish 
now, however, that some other motive had 
prompted you to have it arranged for me. 
I should have liked to think that — ^that 
you cared — that it was not only for ap- 
pearances you had it done," he answered, 
as his breath came and went quickly. 
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She was silent and dared not lift her 
eyes^ though she would have given much to 
see the expression on his face. His voice 
and words were tenderer than he had ever 
used towards her before. He waited long 
for a reply, but none came. 

" Have you been here long ?" he asked,, 
at last. 

"Since the beginning of May. I left 
Italy in April." 

" Yes, I remember, you were in Italy all 
the winter studying music," 

" Who told you so ?" she asked ; " but I 
forgot, you heard it from Mrs. Brow." 

"Not at all. It was from a couple of 
my own countrymen who met you there." 

Again there was a silence. 

" Did you like Italy ?" he continued. 

"Intensely! for I was surrounded by 
beautiful scenery and plenty of music," she 
answered, looking up at him for the first 
time. 
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"Green grass and melodious tones seemed 
all you cared for? What astonished me 
was the quiet life you led there. I should 
have thought '* — ^he went on in a sarcastic 
tone — "that you would have sought the 
world, and the entertainments and triumphs 
always lavishly bestowed on a woman like 
yourself; young, beautiful, rich, and of high 
rank. I certainly expected to hear that 
Lady Casterton had drawn around her a 
society worthy of her, and reigned as queen 
in it to the envy of all others." 

**And if I had would you have been 
pleased, my lord V 

" Indeed I should," he answered, eagerly. 
^' It would have given me real pleasure, and 
I would have joined you, to witness myself 
your triumphs. Instead, you only studied, 
and I dared not come to listen to the voice 
•which / have never yet heard, but which 
others tell me is charming." 
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She glanced at him for a moment in 
doubt how to answer, then she said : 

" Do you know, my lord, it surprises me 
to hear what you say — that you trouble 
yourself to think of me ? I thought you 
never remembered my existence, except 
when September is di-awing nigh." 

"Are you judging me as yourself?'* he 
asked as he took her hand. 

A blush tinged her cheeks, making her 
look lovely, and she did not withdraw her 
hand, as she replied : 

" I judge you from the way you act." 

" / f Why not from your own ?" and he 
stooped nearer her. " Let us — " 

"I beg pardon," said Armida, entering 
the drawing-room through the porti^es^ 
"but I let my little almanac fall some- 
where here." 

Edwin dropped his wife's hand, and 
looked annoyed at the interruption. 

" I should be sorry to lose it," continued 
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Armida, *' it does not belong to me ; it came 
by accident into my possession, and I want 
to send it back. It is the little almanac 
you gave Martha, Lord Gasterton, and 
which she promised to keep till you and 
she met again in Sweden, and if I lose it 
she will say I did it on purpose. I wished 
to send it back to her to-morrow, for she 
arrived yesterday at Skogsgard." 

Edwin frowned at Armida as he rose to 
help her seek for the book. Elvira also 
left her seat and began searching for the 
missing almanack to hide her confusion and 
distress. 

In less than a minute she held in her 
hand a tiny, elegantly bound book. 
" Is this it ?" she asked. 
" Ah, yes 1" exclaimed Armida. " Thank 
you a thousand times ! I am glad to have 
it again, for there is in it a couple of lines 
of poetry written by my lord, that Martha 
would not like to be seen. I shall sleep 
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BOW I have it safe/' and with a "good-night" 
to both she left the room. 

And with her she carried away the softer, 
warmer feeling which had begun to awake 
in Edwin's heart for his young wife at the 
moment of her unfortunate entrance, and 
her words had chilled Elvira, and made her 
<5old and thoughtful. 

" It is getting late, my lord. I will wish 
you good-night, and hope your dreams 
may prove happy onea" 

" It is not so very late," he answered. 

"Yes, it is nearly midnight, and you 
must be tired after your journey." 

She put out her hand ; he took it and 
would have held it, but she drew it away, 
and with a hasty step walked to the door. 

Perhaps she hoped he would follow her 
and ask her to stay a little longer. If 
she did, she deceived herself. She did not 
yet know how proud and reserved his 
nature was, and that movement of hers as 
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he took her hand had repulsed him with a 
great bitterness. 

When he was alone he flung himself on 
the sofa, murmuring : 

" Fool ! to feel soft towards her for just 
that minute, and to try and win her. She 
does not wish it ; and I ! neither do I. But 
I have tried, and failed. She wounds me 
every time I see her, with her beautiful 
coldness. A beautiful monster, that's what 
she is ; with no heart, and no womanly 
feeling of any kind. I despise such natures ; 
and I will never forgive her for treating me 
so indifferently. I will think of her no 
more. She forgets all her duty as a wife, 
so why should I trouble myself about her ? 
And yet, perhaps if we had not been inter- 
rupted by that — ah! I forgot, what is this? 
Armida thrust it into my hand as I sought 
for the book." 

He opened a folded paper and read the 
contents; but hardly had he glanced it 
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through, when he started to his feet, ex- 
claiming : 

" Good Heavens ! if this be true — ^if — 
then we shall soon break this cursed 
bond !" 

He paced the room like a maniac ; then 
opening the door he crossed the hall and 
went into his own room. 
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CHAPTER nL 

was momizig: 

The guests still slept at Ti- 

masjo, but the mistzess of the 
fine chateau was up, and according to her 
usual custom, was attending to her coire- 
spondence and letters before bieakfiisL 

The first she took up was a thick blue en- 
velope ; she opened it, and had not read 
two lines before the colour mounted to her 
brow, and an angry red spot settled on her 
cheeks. 

** Dream of my youth," ran the letter, " I 
hardly dare write to you, you whom I loved 
with all my soul, and whom I ever shall 
love till I go down to my grave. If I could 
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only tell you what I suflfered since I saw 
you a bride just half an hour old in Copen- 
hagen, But words fail me. You married ! 
and not to me 1 Ah ! there is my sorrow. 
I thought you loved your husband ; but I 
know now you do not. Why did I ever 
let you go ? But I, too, was deceived, and 
found out too late what I had lost. I went 
abroad^ and Martha broke off her engage- 
ment with me, and followed her admirer to 
England. In the spring I received a letter 
from her, desiring me to return her letters, 
and to call on Count Stangenskjold and ask 
him for mine if I liked to have them back. 
I did so, and ere I burnt the packet I 
looked them over. I took up one, it was 
not my writing, nor my language. I turned 
to the signature, and there stood Edwin 
Casterton. Instead of my letters it was 
a packet of his. In this one which I read, 
I learnt you did not marry from affection, 
and then I knew it was my fault which had 
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drivel you to this miserable step. Dear, 
much-loved Elvira, will you believe me, 
when I say that I have never ceased to 
think of you all these years, that my heart 
ever has been, and is, yours? 

" Give me a chance of seeing you, and I 
will show you how you can free yourself 
from a husband you do not love. 

"I am staying at Altorp, and I await here 
your permission to come to Timasjo. 

" In Wiesbaden, I heard that an English- 
man, called Sir Sidney, was winning your 
heart, but I know you will be faithful to 
your ever devoted 

" Carl." 

When Elvira finished reading this ramb- 
ling extraordinary letter, she flung it away 
from her. The meanness of the attack dis- 
gusted her, and she only felt contempt for 
the man who could pen such a disgraceful 
series of deceptions, and try to awaken 
within her a return of her old childish ad- 
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miration for himself. She stamped her 
foot on the letter which told her that her 
husband tenderly loved Martha, the same 
Martha who, like a dark shadow, had ever 
^tood between her and happiness, since she 
was ten years old. She felt again the 
pain of the bite this very Martha's dog 
had given her when as a child she had un- 
wittingly offended her, the heartache and 
jealousy she made her suffer because Carl 
thought her face so beautiful, and now she 
^gain was the cause which made her hus- 
band indifferent, and life apart from his 
wife his only happiness. And she put 
her face in her hands and burst into tor- 
rents of tears. 

" May I come in ?" said a voice at the 
•door, as the heavy curtains which hung 
there were drawn back and Mrs. Brow 
•entered. 

Elvira dashed away her tears. 

** What do you come here for so early in 
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the morning T she asked angrily. '* CSan I 
not be firee in my own bedroom without 
being watched over f 

Mrs. Brow cast a quiet cahn look at 
Elvira's tearful, hot £ice, and said idly ; 

" This is the first time I have passed the 
threshold of your door, my lady, and I 
should not do so now, only the marchioness 
is ill and wishes to see you." 

" I will be with her in a moment," she 

answered, hastily gathering her lettera 
together and throwing them into a drawer. 

Bathing her face as quickly as she could^ 
the young wife a few minutes later knocked 
at the marchioness's door. Entering and 
going up to the bed, she was shocked at 
the altered appearance of Edwin's aimt> 
and stooped over her, anxiously inquiring 
what was the matter. The old lady smiled 
and said, 

''Sit down by me, dear child, I want to talk 
willi you a little about one or two things.'* 




CHAPTER IV. 

HE breakfast bell had not yet 
rung when Sidney, coming out 
of his room asked one of the 

servants if he knew where his master was 

to be found. 

" He is smoking in the pavilion, sir." 
Sidney, hearing this^ took up his hat and 

walked leisurely across the garden towards 

the building. 

As he mounted the winding staircase 

he heard Mrs. Brow's voice saying, " Well, 

I have told you what I think of Sir Sidney 

Lembourn's feelings towards her ladyship. 

It is just possible I am wrong, but I think 

not. Do not be hasty, my lord. It may 

be necessary " 
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Sidney's honour would not allow him 
to hear more, and before he reached the 
top of the stairs he called out, 

" Are you there, Casterton ?" 

He entered the room an instant after, and 
holding out his hand said, 

" I am come to tell you that I intend 
driving to the station with Mr. Bertram, 
and going to town with him." 

" Why so soon T asked Edwin ; " is it 
my presence which drives you away V\ 

" Not at all. I have stayed twenty-four 
hours longer on your account. Ah, good- 
morning, Mrs. Brow," he added, " I have 
interrupted an interesting t6te-k-t6te, for 
which I beg pardon." 

" Do not be distressed, sir," she replied, 
"we had just finished our conversation 
and I am going back to the house." 

When she was gone Edwin laughingly 
said, 

" My dear Lemboum, yesterday I broke 
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in upon a delightful t^te-k-tfite between 
you and Lady Casterton, to-day it is you 
who revenge yourself on me. I hope the 
danger was not greater for you than for 
me. 

*' The cases are not parallel, Casterton. 
There is a great difference between a woman 
of fifty at least, and a charming girl of 
twenty/' 

" Do you mean you were in danger ?" 

" Yes/' 

Edwin regarded Sidney for a second in 
utter astonishment, then laughing heartily 
he answered, 

" I do beheve you want to make me feel 
jealous. But I can not be jealous of my 
wife.'' 

"And you have no need to be. If I 
honestly confess that every hour which 
brings me in the society of your lovely 
wife is fraught with danger and temptation 
for me, I have no right to hope it is the 
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mme with her. It is dangerous to b& 
much with a woman loved as I love her^ 
and know that her husband cares nought 
for hor. I cannot bear it, so I am taking 
«afoty in flight." 

** That i8 a strange confession of yours, 
Lotnbourn/' «aid Edwin with frowning^ 
bn^WH. 

** It in an honourable one, neverthe- 
luHH| and the truth. Good-bye. Excuse 
mo to Lady Casterton. I took farewell 
of lior yoHterday when you appeared so- 
vory unoxpoctodly, and I would wish to- 
Hptiro myHolf the pain of doing it again." 

" Will you answer me a question before 
wo part V 

" Certainly." 

" Why did you come so far to see my 
wife, when you knew I was not here ?" 

" For a very simple reason. I wished 
to see her again to know how she bore her 
loneliness and her sad fate. I am satisfied^ 
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but I have learnt to know that it is im- 
possible for me to be near her and hold my 
tongue. If I stayed longer honour and 
friendship would be forgotten in the 
strength of the passion I feel for her. I 
must go. Next time we meet I hope you 
and she will have learnt to understand 
each other. Farewell.'' 

Edwin laid his hand on his frienda 
shoulder, and looking him earnestly straight 
in the eyes asked^ 

" Does Elvira love you ?" 

" Edwin, two years ago I told you whom 
she loves." 

"But what you said was not true. I 
knew it then, I am certain of it now, for if 
she cared in the least for me, would she,, 
could she oblige us to live apart ? No, no, 
pride, and only pride, caused her to marry, 
me, and once possessed of the name she 
coveted, she turns her back on the man 
who gave it to her." 
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same with her. It is dangerous to b& 
much with a woman loved as I love her^ 
and know that her husband cares nought 
for her. I cannot bear it, so I am taking 
safety in flight." 

" That is a strange confession of yours, 
Lembourn/' said Edwin with frowning^ 
brows. 

■ 

"It is an honourable one, neverthe- 
less, and the truth. Good-bye. Excuse 
me to Lady Casterton. I took farewell 
of her yesterday when you appeared so- 
very unexpectedly, and I would wish to- 
spare myself the pain of doing it again." 

*^ Will you answer me a question before 
we part ?" 

" Certainly." 

" Why did you come so far to see my 
wife, when you knew I was not here ?" 

"For a very simple reason. I wished 
to see hei^ again to know how she bore her 
loneliness and her sad fate. I am satisfied^ 
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but I have learnt to know that it is im- 
possible for me to be near her and hold mj 
tongue. If I stayed longer honour and 
friendship would be forgotten in the 
strengthofthe passion I feel for her. I 
must go. Next time we meet I hope you 
and she will have learnt to understand 
each other. Farewell'' 

Edwin laid his hand on his frienda 
shoulder, and looking him earnestly straight 
in the eyes asked, 

" Does Elvira love you ?" 

" Edwin, two years ago I told you whom 
she loves." 

*'But what you said was not true. I 
knew it then, I am certain of it now, for if 
she cared in the least for me, would she,, 
could she oblige us to live apart ? No, no, 
pride, and only pride, caused her to marry, 
me, and once possessed of the name she 
coveted, she turns her back on the man 
who gave it to her." 
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*' But she has not made use of her name 
to shine before the world. On the contrary, 
think how retired and quiet her life has 
been. If you, . Edwin, had not been as 
blind as a beetle to her virtues, you would 
see for yourself that she has gained nothing 
but sorrow by accepting the honour of your 
name. You are so infatuated with that 
other lovely face, you seem to have no 
thoughts for your wife." 

** I suppose you refer to Martha Stan- 
genskjold ?" 

" I do. Your passion for that woman is 
debasing your very heart and soul." 

" Debasing !" exclaimed Edwin, " oh, no, 
she is the sunshine of my life. For her T 
would willingly give up my freedom had I 
it in my power to give. She, with her ex- 
quisite beauty and charming talents and 
fascination, would have made a worthy 
Xady Casterton." 

" You really love her ?" 
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" I adore her/' he answered with passion. 

" Then why not persuade Elvira to sue 

for a divorce ?" asked Sidney as he turned 

his face from his friend to hide his emotion. 

"To be free again will make you both 

happy, but together you are " 

" I never mean to free her, never, unless, 
she stoops so low as to cast a shadow on 
my honour." 

" Which being interpreted means that 
you will oblige — " he stopped, for the 
rustle of a silk dress was heard in the outer 
room, and quick steps approached the open 
door. It was Elvira. Her face was white 
and her voice shook with agitation. 

" Your aunt has a fit, is very ill," she 
gasped, " will you come to her, and will 
you send directly to town for a doctor ?" 

" I am going, now at once. I will send 
back Doctor Lundgen,*' said Sidney. 

"Thank you. Good-bye, and God bless you 
for your friendship to me," she whispered. 
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Ynwbi hfci inched xbt door to go to hk 
wien E^rini^ tcoe ami wMds as she 
JhsiT^r*^ SdixT sbmIc liim tam bsck. 
'Sever Kad be see^ her look so aptivatu^ 
as in that XDomezit. Her eyes were fbH of 
tear&, her fece expressed great dEstzesB and 
agitatiaiL aijd her beaniifal nut-hioiiii hair 
Yxjing in heaw ingLq^ais aQ over her shooldesB^ 
a£; with her head sHghthr on one side, she 
gare her hand in £u:eweQ to her gaesL 

" Is it Lemboum^s departure nhidi 
grieves her V he thought as he hastened 
across the garden. "If so, thm I pity 
her if she cares for him, for only death can 
give her back her freedom. She maiiied 
me to have my name, and she shall keep 
it w long as 1 live, that I swear." 




CHAPTER Y. 

WO or three hours later Armida 
was passing the hall, when a 
groom, touching his hat, said to 
her : 

" Have you any orders or messages for 
Altorp, miss ? I have to go there imme- 
diately/' 

"A messenger to Altorp/' thought the 
cunning girl ; " I wonder what for ?" 

" Why are you riding to Altorp V she 
asked, in the most indifferent manner in 
the world. 

" I have to take this letter to Mr. Bro- 
gren, and I thought perhaps you might 
have one, too, miss.'' 
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Armida knew her face became scarlet, as 
she said to herself : 

« What can she be writing to him for ? 
I must know, cost what it will." Then 
aloud : 

" Be kind enough to wait a quarter of an 
hour, and mine will be ready, Johan. I have 
a little packet I should like to send." 

" Excuse me, miss, but I had orders to 

ride at once into town to fetch the medi- 
cine, and leave this at once on the way." 

" Is the marchioness so very ill V* 

" The doctor says she is very bad, miss, 
and I was to fetch '^ 

"But Altorp is out of your road to 
town.'' 

" I can't help that, miss ; I fear I mustn't 
wait for your letter, as it's not written." 

" I am just thinking," said Armida, " that 
I won't write at all, but walk over to Altorp 
instead. I shall be back by dinner time. 
Give me your mistress's letter ; I will take 
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it, and you can ride straight to town, Johan* 
and fetch the medicine. The letter is 
not of the same importance as the medi- 



eme. 



'* Well, if you will, miss, I shall be 
obliged ; for then I can be back in quick 
time/' 

She took the letter and went to her own 
room, shut the door, bolted it, and struck 
a light. And — without a moment's hesita- 
tion she softened the seal, opened the letter, 
and took out the contents. Inside there 
were two : one was in Carl's, the other in 
Elvira's handwriting. The latter she read, 
as follows : 

"Carl Brogren, 

" The only excuse I can allow for 
the insult of the enclosed is, that you wrote 
it without knowing what you were doing. 
No man of honour would have penned such 
a letter to the woman he cared for, or had 
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any respect for. I return it. I esteem 
my husband too highly to show it him ; 
but if you think that any words of youra 
can separate us, then you deceive yourself.. 
I have never given you any right to forget 
respect for yourself and for me. I only 
add that I will never receive you in my 
house, and if you address me again, I shalt 
. return your letter unopened. 

" Elvtea Castebton." 

As Armida finished this, her face ex-^ 
pressed bitterness and pleasure combined. 
" He offers his love to every one but me,'*^ 
she murmured, after reading Carl's letter, 
" and now at last he is punished — but I ? 
I would have loved him better than all — 
and he does not see it.'' 

She folded Elvira's note together, put it 
in the envelope, resealed it, and dressed 
for her walk ; but ere she left her room,, 
she opened a tiny bureau-drawer, laid Carl's 
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letter in, locked the drawer again, and put 
the key in her purse. 

On her return from Altorp the house was 
in a state of excitement. The marchioness 
lay in her room dangerously ill. Extreme 
quiet must be kept, the doctor had said, 
and voices were hushed, and steps on the 
stairs stilled, and faces looked anxious, and 
all were doubtful what the issue would be. 
The English family had departed, and 
silence and gloom reigned everywhere. 
Elvira had not left the patient's room, and 
did not appear at dinner, which was eaten 
in silence by Mrs. Brow and Elvira, with 
Lord Casterton. 

The next morning the marchioness was 
no better, and this serious attack proved 
to be the beginning of a long and painful 
illness. Elvira was with her all day, trying 
to soothe her pain and ease her restless* 
ness, and if she had been the old lady's 
daughter, she could not have nursed her 
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Sidney's honour would not allow him 
to hear more, and before he reached the 
top of the stairs he called out, 

" Are you there, Casterton ?" 

He entered the room an instant after, and 
holding out his hand said, 

" I am come to tell you that I intend 
driving to the station with Mr. Bertram, 
and going to town with him/' 

" Why so soon ?" asked Edwin ; *' is it 
my presence which drives you away V 

" Not at all. I have stayed twenty-four 
hours longer on your account. Ah^ good- 
morning, Mrs. Brow," he added, " I have 
interrupted an interesting t^te-k-t^te, for 
which I beg pardon." 

" Do not be distressed, sir," she replied, 
" we had just finished our conversation 
and I am going back to the house." 

When she was gone Edwin laughingly 
said, 

" My dear Lemboum, yesterday I broke 
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in upon a delightful t^te-k-tfite between 
you and Lady Casterton, to-day it is you 
who revenge yourself on me. I hope the 
danger was not greater for you than for 
me. 

** The cases are not parallel, Casterton, 
There is a great difference between a woman 
of fifty at least, and a charming girl of 
twenty." 

" Do you mean you were in danger ?'* 

" Yes.*' 

Edwin regarded Sidney for a second in 
utter astonishment, then laughing heartily 
he answered, 

" I do beUeve you want to make me feel 
jealous. But I can Twt be jealous of my 
wife." 

"And you have no need to be. If I 
honestly confess that every hour which 
brings me in the society of your lovely 
wife is fraught with danger and temptation 
for me, I have no right to hope it is the 
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same with her. It is dangerous to be 
much with a woman loved as I love her^ 
and know that her husband cares nought 
for her. I cannot bear it, so I am taking 
safety in flight." 

" That is a strange confession of yours, 
Lembourn/' said Edwin with frowning^ 
brows. 

9 

"It is an honourable one, neverthe- 
less, and the truth. Good-bye. Excuse 
me to Lady Casterton. I took farewell 
of her yesterday when you appeared so- 
very unexpectedly, and I would wish to- 
spare niyself the pain of doing it again." 

*' Will you answer me a question before 
we part ?" 

'' Certainly." 

" Why did you come so far to see my 
wife, when you knew I was not here ?" 

"For a very simple reason. I wished 
to see hei^ again to know how she bore her 
loneliness and her sad fate. I am satisfied. 
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but I have learnt to know that it is im-^ 
possible for me to be near her and hold my 
tongue. If I stayed longer honour and 
friendship would te fo,««tten in th, 
strength of the passion I feel for her. I 
must go. Next time we meet I hope you 
and she will have learnt to understand 
each other. Farewell." 

Edwin laid his hand on his frienda 
shoulder, and looking him earnestly straight 
in the eyes asked, 

" Does Elvira love you ?" 

" Edwin, two years ago I told you whom 
she loves," 

"But what you said was not true. I 
knew it then, I am certain of it now, for if 
she cared in the least for me, would she,, 
could she oblige us to live apart ? No, no, 
pride, and only pride, caused her to marry, 
me, and once possessed of the name she 
coveted, she turns her back on the man 
who gave it to her." 
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*' But she has not made use of her name 
to shine before the world. On the contrarv, 
think how retired and quiet her life has 
been. K you, Edwin, had not been as 
blind as a beetle to her virtues, you would 
see for yourself that she has gained nothing 
but sorrow by accepting the honour of your 
name. You are so infatuated with that 
other lovely face, you seem to have no 
thoughts for your wife/' 

" I suppose you refer to Martha Stan- 
genskjold ?" 

" I do. Your passion for that woman is 
debasing your very heart and soul." 

" Debasing !" exclaimed Edwin, " oh, no, 
she is the sunshine of my life. For her I 
would willingly give up my freedom had I 
it in my power to give. She, with her ex- 
quisite beauty and charming talents and 
fascination, would have made a worthy 
Lady Casterton." 

" You really love her ?" 
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" I adore her/' he answered with passion. 

" Then why not pei-suade Elvira to sue 
for a divorce V asked Sidney as he turned 
his face from his friend to hide his emotion, 
"To be free again will make you both 
happy, but together you are " 

" I never mean to free her, never, unless- 
she stoops so low as to cast a shadow on 
my honour." 

"Which being interpreted means that 
you will oblige — " he stopped, for the 
rustle of a silk dress was heard in the outer 
room, and quick steps approached the open 
door. It was Elvira. Her face was white 
and her voice shook with agitation. 

" Your aunt has a fit, is very ill," she 
gasped, " will you come to her, and will 
you send directly to town for a doctor ?" 

" I am going, now at once. I will send 
back Doctor Lundgen," said Sidney. 

"Thank you. Good-bye, and God bless you 
for your friendship to me," she whispered. 
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Edwiu had reached the door to go to his 
^unt when Elvira's tone and words as she 
thanked Sidney made him turn back. 
Never had he seen her look so captivating 
as in that moment. Her eyes were foil of 
tears, her face expressed gi:eat distress and 
agitation, and her beautiful nut-brown hair 
hung in heavy masses all over her shoulders, 
as, with her head slightly on one side, she 
gave her hand in farewell to her guest. 

" Is it Lemboum's departure which 
grieves her ?" he thought as he hastened 
across the garden. "If so, then I pity 
her if she cares for him, for only death can 
give her back her freedom. She married 
me to have my name, and she shall keep 
it as long as 1 live, that I swear." 



CHAPTER y. 

WO or three hours later Armida 
was passing the hall, when a 
groom, touching his hat, said to 
her : 

" Have you any orders or messages for 
Altorp, miss ? I have to go there imme- 
diately." 

" A messenger to Altorp," thought the 
cunning girl ; " I wonder what for ?" 

" Why are you riding to Altorp ?" she 
asked, in the most indifferent manner in 
the world, 

** I have to take this letter to Mr. Bro- 
gren, and I thought perhaps you might 
have one, too, miss," 
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Armida knew her face became scarlet, as 
she said to herself : 

" What can she be writing to him for ? 
I must know, cost what it wiU." Theji 
aloud : 

" Be kind enough to wait a quarter of an 

hour, and mine will be ready, Johan. I have 
a little packet I should like to send," 
" Excuse me, miss, but I had orders to 

ride at once into town to fetch the medi- 
cine, and leave this at once on the way." 
" Is the marchioness so very ill ?" 
" The doctor says she is very bad, miss, 

and I was to fetch '' 

"But Altorp is out of your road to 

town/' 

" I can't help that, miss ; I fear I mustn't 
wait for your letter, as it's not written." 

" I am just thinking," said Armida, " that 
I won't write at aU, but walk over to Altorp 
instead. I shall be back by dinner time. 
Give me your mistress's letter ; I will take 
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it, and you can ride straight to town, Johan* 
and fetch the medicine. The letter is 
not of the same importance as the medi- 



cme. 



"Well, if you will, miss, I shall be 
obliged ; for then I can be back in quick 
time." 

She took the letter and went to her own 
room, shut the door, bolted it, and struck 
a light. And — without a moment's hesita- 
tion she softened the seal, opened the letter, 
and took out the contents. Inside there 
were two : one was in Carl's, the other in 
Elvira^s handwriting. The latter she read, 
as follows : 

"Carl Brogren, 

" The only excuse I can allow for 
the insult of the enclosed is, that you wrote 
it without knowing what you were doing. 
No man of honour would have penned such 
a letter to the woman he cared for, or had 
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any respect for. I return it. I esteem 
my husband too highly to show it him ;: 
but if you think that any words of yours, 
can separate us, then you deceive yourself^. 
I have never given you any right to forget 
respect for yourself and for me. I only 
add that I will never receive you in my 
house, and if you address me again, I shall 
, return your letter unopened. 

" Elvira Casterton." 

As Armida finished this, her fiice ex- 
pressed bitterness and pleasure combined. 
** He offers his love to every one but me,'*^ 
she murmured, after reading Carl's lettw, 
*' and now at last he is punished — ^but I ? 
I would have loved him better than all — 
and he does not see it." 

She folded Elvira's note together, put it 
in the envelope, resealed it, and dressed 
for her walk ; but ere she left her room,, 
shq opened a tiny bureau-drawer, laid Carl's 
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letter in, locked the drawer agaia, and put 
the key in her purse. 

On her return from Altorp the house was 
in a state of excitement. The marchioness 
lay in her room dangerously ill. Extreme 
quiet must be kept, the doctor had said, 
and voices were hushed, and steps on the 
stairs stilled, and faces looked anxious, and 
all were doubtful what the issue would be. 
The English family had departed, and 
snoDce and gloom reigned everywhere. 
Elvira had not left the patient's room, and 
did not appear at dinner, which was eaten 
in silence by Mrs. Brow and Elvira, with 
Lord Casterton. 

The next morning the marchioness was 
no better, and this serious attack proved 
to be the beginning of a long and painful 
illness. Elvira was with her all day, trying 
to soothe her pain and ease her restless- 
ness, and if she had been the old lady's 
daughter, she could not have nursed her 
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with more gentleness and affection. She 
read to her often for hours, as the sound of 
her voice seemed to lull her into quiescence, 
and send her to sleep. During the first 
few days of her illness, Elvira never left 
her, and Armida begged to be allowed to 
assist in the nursing. 

" Thank you, it is very kind of you to 
offer, but I am afraid the marchioness won't 
allow you in her room, she is so very irri- 
table," she answered sadly. 

" But let me try — ^when she is asleep she 
cannot possibly know who sits beside her, 
and you look so pale, I am getting anxious 
about you." 

'* Never mind about me, I like niirsing, 
but I will see if the old lady will have you 
for an hour. It is kind of you to propose 
it, Armida." 

However, the marchioness would let no 
one come near her but Elvira. 

And Elvira's task was no easy or light 
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one. For the first time in her life she 
learned the diflBcult lesson of entirely for- 
getting self, in a duty to be performed for 
another. 

The marchioness belonged to the class of 
persons, who with pain and illness appear 
entirely to change their character, and from 
thoughtful considerateness towards others, 
become exacting and irritable to those who 
are nearest and dearest to them. 

So it was now. Each day the old 
lady grew worse, the more exacting she 
became. She would take her medicine 
and food from no hand but Elvira's, and. 
yet she would complain bitterly if Elvira 
left her for a moment. Night after night 
she would wake her on the sHghtest pre- 
text, and never seemed to imagine that she 
could be worn out or tired. She rarely 
gave her a word of thanks, but often and 
often spoke sharply and angrily to her, as 
if she imagined the ofl&ce of nursing so 
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fretfiil a patieut were a pleasure instead of 
a duty. 

More than once she said, when her de- 
voted attendant looked more than un- 
usually weary, that her position in the 
world was owing to her generosity, for if 
Lord Casterton had not had his debts paid 
he would not have been able to marry. 
To all of which Elvira made no reply. She 
bore each unkind remark, or impatient 
speech, with the same sweetness she had 
ever exercised towards the elder lady, and 
spared no eflPorts to ameliorate her painful 
condition, and make her illness as little 
tedious to her as possible. 

And what was her husband doing all 
this time ? He seemed to take no interest 
in anything concerning his wife. By no 
word or look did he once thank her for 
thus sacrificing herself to his aunt. He 
showed her no tenderness, and now and 
then, when he sat by the marchioness's bed- 
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«ide^ and heard her impatience^ he made 
no sign that he thought the complaints 
groundless, or that Elvira's constant atten- 
fiance night and day in the sick-room, was 
not the most simple and natural thing for 
her to do. He rarely spoke to her — not 
<>nce did he bid her rest, or take a little 
fresh air, or express any concern for her 
pale cheeks and sad weary looks. 

It was Armida alone who came every 
morning to the door and asked her how 
the patient was, and spoke a few kind 
words to her, and in the afternoon always 
«ent her up a basket of freshly-cut flowers 
and a little tempting fruit ready for eating. 
Perhaps Armida guessed that every time 
she offered those small acts of kindness, 
Elvira thought to herself bitterly that he 
who ought to have sustained and com- 
forted her in these trying circumstances, 
hardly even noticed her existence. 

The days and weeks rolled onwards. It 
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was now August, and the marchioness had 
been ill since June. One morning Armida 
knocked at the door, and begged Elvira 
to go out, if only for half an hour. 

'' It is so lovely out of doors m the fresh 
air, dear Elvira, and your face is paler 
than ever. You ought not to sacrifice- 
your health in this way ; besides, you leave 
your husband too much alone, and it is 
just possible he wUl find the consolation at 
Skoggard he never gets at home. Leave. 
the marchioness for a few hours, and sit 
with your husband ; do, take a walk — ^you 
must, you look so iQ." 

Elvira allowed herself to be persuaded,, 
ai^d for the first time during nearly two 
months, she went into the park, and wan- 
dered on towards the sea. 

She sat down, and as she looked at the 
tiny rippling waves dancing in the sim- 
light at her feet, she thought of her child- 
hood and girlhood, and the hundreds of" 
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times of what the wish of her heart had 
been on that same spot. 

'* If I only possessed such a home as 
this^ and a name as great and noble, how 
happy I should be !" 

And now she had both, and yet she waa 
more miserable than tongue could tell, or 
words express ; and as her thoughts wan- 
dered over her present life, Armida's words 
of an hour ago came back to her, fraught 
with a far deeper meaning than she had 
given them at the instant of hearing them. 
" It is just possible he will find the conso- 
lation at Skoggard he never gets at home.'*^ 
What could she mean ? Martha was at 
Skoggard, it's true. But would he permit 
himself to go there now — now that he waa 
staying with his wife ?'' She could not 
bear the thought, and burying her face m 
her hands in the old childish habit she had 
not lost, she burst into tears. And He^ 
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who reads all things in the heart of man 
saw how bitter those tears were. 

She was too weak and exhausted to 
weep long, and presently raising her head, 
she wiped her tears away, and sat idly 
watching the movements of a little sailing 
boat on the sea. 

" Elvira !'' said a low, trembling voice. 

The young girl started violently at the 
Bound of her name uttered so close to her 
^ar, and looked round to see where it came 
from. A few yards off stood a young man 
with his elbow in one hand and his chin in 
the other. 

** Carl I'' she exclaimed. Then rising, 
she added calmly and with dignity, " May 
I ask the reason of your presence here ?" 

" To see you again, and speak once more 
to you. Oh ! Elvira, how can you be so 
•cruel as to forbid me even one moment's 
Jbearing ? I was nearly mad with-- — " 

" I beg you will remember to whom you 
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are speaking, Mr. Brogren/' she interrupted. 
*^ You have nothing to say to me, or I to 
hear from you- Our paths are wide apart, 
and we need never meet. And I beg that 
you will spare yourself the trouble of per- 
sisting in this absurd expression of affection. 
It is dishonourable to both of us." 

"One word before you go," said Carl, 
with clenched teeth. " You think you 
can trample me and my affection under 
your feet. You have risen high in rank, 
but not so high that I cannot reach you 
and harm you. So beware ! Don't make 
an enemy of me. You had better take 
care, my lady. I have only just got to 
whisper that — great as you are now — you 
were born in a prison, whilst your mother 
was under arrest for — forgery — and the 
old-clothesman adopted you out of pity," 
he hissed, coming close to her. " I have 
not too much patience. Lady Casterton ; 
do not provoke me too far, or I will soon 
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crush your pride." And with a low, ironical 
bow, he walked quickly away. 

As soon aa he was out of sight Elvim 
sank down pale as death, and her eyea 
staring out of her head. She was fright- 
ened, and half stunned at the strange 
words hissed, rather than spoken, by the 
man who had just left. In a few moments 
she recovered, passed her hand across her 
forehead, and, with a faint smile to reassure 
herself that she was not dreaming, she 
said — 

" But he is mad — ^horribly mad — it can- 
not be true !" 

Rising up with tottering steps, and still 
scared looks, she turned and slowly walked 
home. 




CHAPTER VI. 

lARL BROGREN had not left 
Elvira five minutes when he 
met Lord Casterton. 
With a scomfiil smile curling his lips, 
and an angry look in his eyes, he passed 
Edwin by as if he did not observe him ; 
but he noticed that the young lord seemed 
agitated and troubled, and as he saw this 
he thought in his heart with fiendish de- 
light : " He will meet Elvira and guess I 
have been with her — and I hope he will 
suffer a little of the jealousy he made me 
bear when he won Martha away from me 
with his cursed riches and rank, though 
she soon discovered he could not marry 
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her. But I will have my revenge, for he 
has twice crossed mj path." 

He was right. Edwin did see Elvira as 
she passed from the sea-side up to the 
garden, and he in his turn murmured to 
himself — 

*' Armida was right, though I would not 
believe it. They have had a meeting, this 
man calling himself — her old lover. Is 
the woman mad, that she thinks I will 
allow it ? Take care, Elvira !" 

When he reached the house, a servant 
who was watching for him begged him to 
go at once to the marchioness's room. She 
was much worse, and had asked repeatedly 
for him. 

He went immediately, and found his 
aunt in a very low state. Elvira was 
standing by her side holding her hand, and 
at the same time bathing her temples* 
Every now and again a kind of convulsion 
seized her, which made her look so fearful 
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Edwin could not endure it. He said not a 
word to his wife, but left the room almost 
immediately he had entered it. 

Towards evening she fell into a sleep. 
Mrs. Brow, opening the door gently, saw 
Elvira had slipped from her chair, exhausted^ 
on the floor. She half carried, half led her 
from the room, and laid her on a sofa in the 
outer chamber. Leaving her, she went to 
Lord Casterton. 

" Unless your wife can be persuaded to 
take some rest, she will give way entirely, 
and be ill too. Her strength is gone. Try, 
my lord, to make her go to bed, and let me 
stay with the marchioness, who will sleep, 
the doctor says, for hours." 

He rose and went to the apartment where 
Elvira still . lay, exhausted and pale, on the 
sofa. 

He stood close to her and said : 

" The doctor entreats you to take care 
of your own strength. You look pale." 
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She opened her eyes and stared at him 
in astonishment. They were the first words 
of interest he had addressed to her through 
all this long, trying time, and, weak as she 
was, her eyes filled with tears as she an^ 
Bwered — 

^' But I can't. Your aunt will take her 
medicine from no hand but mine " 

" Try and sleep to-night, and let Mrs. 
Brow sit up — ^the patient sleeps now/' 

" She will miss me when she wakes." 

"Never mind that for once. Do what 
the doctor says — because / ask it." 

She raised her eyes quickly, as the blood 
rushed to her face, and the expression 
which met his gaze seemed to pain him 
from its utterly helpless surprise. It said 
io him, more truly than words could have 
done — 

"Do you really care for my health? 
My death would be a relief to you." 

And in that instant he forgot all his 
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unger against her, and his coldness and in- 
difference, and, taking her hand, he an- 
swered her mute inquiry gently, and in a 
warm tone — 

" Elvira, this is the very first favour I have 
asked you. Don't refuse it. Have pity on 
yourself, and rest to-night — for my sake. 
I don't like to see you so pale and worn,'* 

" I will do as you wish — for your sake," 
she whispered, and, too weak to bear more, 
she pressed his hand and went to her own 
room. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

ipT was midnight. The lamp wa& 
m burning low as the marchioness, 
Kf^lT^iyi waking from her sleep, and,, 
opening her eyes, suddenly called — 

" Mrs. Brow !" 

" Are you alone ?'' asked the patient. 

" Yes. Elvira is resting." 

" Give me something to drink, and then 
come here, and tell me what I want ta 
know," said the marchioness, feebly. 

Mrs. Brow did as she was requested, and 
kneeling close to the piUow, answered her 
whispered questions fully and quietly. 

When she had finished, the marchioness 
looked relieved. 
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" Thank you/* she said — then adding 
with an eflfort, **A11 will be weU. Call 
Elvira at once !" 

"But she is resting. I don't like to 
wake her," objected Mrs. Brow. 

" You must, for by morning I may not 
be here. I have no pain, and I feel 
strange *' 

And as Mrs. Brow hastened to the door, 
she heard a voice from the bed cry — 

** Call Edwin — I must see him. I must 
trust all to — William's son." 

The morning was just dawning when 
Elvira awoke, and for a moment did not 
understand where she was. In her own 
room — and not with the marchioness ? It 
seemed strange to her. Rubbing her eyes, 
she sprang up, and throwing her dressing- 
gown round her shoulders, and putting her 
feet into her slippers, she left her room and 
entered the sick-chamber. 

Near the bed was Edwin, stooping low 
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over the dying woman, listening to her 
feebly-uttered sentences. 

" Dear aunt/' he answered, as she ceased, 
*' I promise you to do everything in my 
power to make her happy. I give you my 
word that the tie which binds us shall never 
be broken by me, unless she wilfully throws 
a shadow on my honour." 

" Thanks ! now I am at rest," she whis- 
pered. " Call her here — ^my daughter. I 
want — ^to — see — ^her — ^Elvira *' 

As she spoke, Elvira came forward, sunk 
down on her knees by the bed, and taking 
one of the thin hands in her own warm ones, 
fihe said, softly — 

" Here I am !" 



!«&» 



CHAPTER VIII. 

HE sun was sending forth a thou« 
sand brilliant rays and shining 
into every room at Timasjo, when 
Edwin opened the door where the lifeless 
corpse of the marchioness lay. 

He was startled by a %ure lying close 
to the bed. 

" Elvira !" he whispered under his breath 
as he stole softly towards her. 

She did not move. 

He touched her shoulder, but she still 
made no answer. 

He stooped and looked in her face, and 
saw she had fainted. 

He lifted her up in his strong arms, 
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carried her out to her own room, and laid 
her down on the bed. Then ringing for 
her maid, he ordered the doctor to be sent 
for immediately, and great care to be taken 
of her till he arrived. 

She was ill for several weeks with a low 
fever, the result, the doctor said, of over- 
taxing her strength and bodily powers. 
Armida nursed her. Every day her room 
was ornamented with fresh flowers, new 
books were brought to her, and cooling 
drinks put within her reach by Armida's 
thoughtful care. As she grew better her 
spirits seemed low, and she talked without 
any interest in what she was saying. 

She was up and lying on the sofa when 
October began, and the fine autumn days 
were fast slipping away, but still she could 
not be persuaded to rouse herself and take 
a turn in the park. Each day she hoped 
and wished that Edwin would come and 
fieeher. 
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But she hoped and wished in vain. She 
knew that Count Stangenskjold and his 
daughter Martha had called and left their 
cards. 

Every day Armida sought to coax her 
out in the air she murmured listlessly — 

" Not yet ; wait only a few days longer.' 

Once she called Lotta to her and related 
^1 that Carl had hissed in her ear that 
never-to-be-forgotten morning, and although 
Lotta persistently repeated it was a dis- 
honourable fiction trumped up to frighten 
her, yet she was not convinced, but brooded 
over his words hour by hour. Lotta's 
^tnxious assurances that it was all false, her 
iHghtened white face and nervous manner, 
made Elvira fancy there was a mystery 
about her birth, to say the least, She 
remembered many half-uttered expressions 
of her father's that she took no notice of 
at the time, but which came back to her 
now, and tortured her with their uncer- 
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taint J. She had no one to torn to and 
ease her mind of its burden. 

*' Suppose what he said has some tmth 
in it/' she thought, " that I am the cMd 
of a forger, bom in a prison— oh — ^then — 
then — ^I am not worthy to bear his name^ 
and he will surely take it from me." 

The marchioness was dead, and her only 
friend, Sidney Lemboum, the one before 
all others she would trust and believe in 
most, was far away. She was alone — ^alona 
without a single friend near her to help or 
advise her. And when at last Armida 
persuaded her to walk for just five minutes 
in the park, the fresh air and bright 
sunshine only made her feel inclined to 
burst into tears, she felt so lonely in the 
world. 

" I wish I had died," she thought, as she 
sat for a moment on a bank by Armida's 
side ; " life is so miserable, and I have no- 
thing to live for." 
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Presently walking onwards Armida said,, 
suddenly standing still — 

Dear Elvira, let us turn back," 
Why T she asked. 

" Because this way we may meet others ; 
those, perhaps, you would rather not meet, 
and you are not strong yet. I hear voices 
in the grove. Come, let us go back," she 
added, earnestly. 

" I don't mind meeting any one,'' an- 
swered Elvira, her curiosity raised by her 
companion's peculiar manner. " Let us ga 



on. 



A few steps farther on and a turn 
brought them face to face with Edwin 
walking by the side of Martha. On seeing 
them he stood still, and in a few friendly 
words presented Lady Casterton to Eroken 
Stangenskjold. 

The latter, a thorough woman of the 
world, immediately began congratulating 
Elvira upon her recovery, condoling with 




58 Elvim, Ladff Cajteriim, 



Iier oa tKe death of tiie late nmrrhioneas, 
and what a pleasure it was to make her 
acqnamtance, and she hoped they would 
see much of each other now they were such 
near neighbours. 

Elvira tittered a few words of reply, and 
coldly bowed. Martha insisted that Edwin 
should aceompany his wife, saying it would 
not be amiable to leave her to return alone 
the first day she was out in her weak state, 
and with an assurance to Elvira that she 
would come and see her very soon, she 
offered her hand smiling, and turned home- 
wards by herself. 

She was exquisitely dressed, and her 
lovely fcice and figure, and graceful, charm- 
ing manners made every man admire her, 
and yet it was with a breath of half-con- 
cealed pleasure that Edwin left her side, 
and coming round to his wife, offered his 
arm to lead her back to the housa 

For the first time since the marchioness's 
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death Elvira took her place at the dinner- 
table. She seemed better and stronger, 
and her face had lost much of the weary 
languor and helplessness which had been its 
constant expression for days. She was evi- 
dently getting well at last, and Mi's. Brow's 
eyes brightened as she watched the colour 
creep into her cheeks each time Lord Cas- 
terton made some passmg remark to his 
•wife personally. As soon as dimxer was 
over she said good-night to all, and retired 
to her room. 



# 




CHAPTER IX. 

HE next morning Elvira was at- 
ting in her morning-room whea 
the door opened and in walked 
Edwin. 

She rose with a smile to welcome him. 

** I did not send to ask you to receive 
me^ because I made sure you would not 
refuse an hour's conversation,'' he said, 
after he had wished her good-morning. 
** I have for some time past been anxious, 
for an opportunity of speaking with you, 
but you were still too weak. I hope you 
are stronger now, and can bear with what I 
have to say V 

*' Of that I am quite sure,** she answered. 
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alightly bending her beautiful head as gra- 
<;iously as a queen. " I also was anxious 
to speak to you, but I preferred doing it in 
•writing; however, as you are here, I will 
say it instead," and she took up the written 
sheet lying on the table at her side. 
" May I see what you had written ?" 
" It is better it is said by word of mouth, 
my lord/' she answered, tearing the paper 
to pieces, and throwing the fragments in 
the waste-basket. "As you have sought 
an interview, may I know what is the sub- 
ject you wish discussed?" 

She sat down on a little sofa near the 

fire, but he stood with his elbow leaning on 
a marble stand on the other side. 

"Our future!" he answered, shortly; 
*' and after two years' matrimony, in what 
relation we stand to each other." 

"In what relation, my lord? Surely 
you know," she answered, quickly ; " before 
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the world husband and wife ; to each other 
— strangers." 

" Yes, so you determined ; but did I 
approve of such an arrangement ?" 

"You made no objection/' she replied, 
hesitatingly. 

" Certainly I did not, and do not mean 
to now, but I reserve to myself certain 
rights which you must allow me to exercise." 

"Rights, my lord!" cried Elvira, draw- 
ing back her head proudly, "you speak 
strongly." 

" Have patience and I will explain them,'* 
he said reassuringly : "you have my name. 
Well 1 one thing I demand is a right to in- 
quire into how you bear it with honour, and 
— ^what led you to accept the oflfer of my 
hand ?" 

" The motive which prompted me to be- 
come Lady Casterton you know already ; 
why ask for it now?'* and her lips grew 
white as she spoke. 
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'* Why V* he asked, passing his hand over 
his forehead, " why ? Because I thought it 
was pride, a weak desire to rise in social 
position made you do it, but now I know I 
was mistaken, and that it was quite another 
feeling which led to this step/' 

" Indeed !" she exclaimed, " and that 
was r 

" Love," he said gently. 

She buried her face in her hands, but not 
before he had seen the blush which rose to 
her cheeks. 

''You need not say a word in your de- 
fence," he went on after a pause, "your 
confiision is enougL You married me in 
anger at your first disappointment. You 
wished him to see that what he refused 
another would prize, and you gave me your 
hand to revenge yourself on him." 

As these bitter words were uttered in 
cold, contemptuous emphasis, Elvira slowly 
raised her head and looked her husband 




64 Elvira, Lady Casiertofu 

fall in the £9Lce. Her calnmess surprised 
him, and for a second he hesitated as he 
met the dear gaze of her eyes. 

"Perhaps I ought not to complain of 
such treatment of me" he went on, '' con- 
sidering the motive which prompted me to 
propose to you^ bat a wife has no light to 
tamper with the honour of her husband, 
and listen to — and — ^indulge in feelings she 
should buiy to the bottom of her heart. 
The moment she is married, she cannot 
— ^without bringing shame on his name — 
allow another to speak words of love to 
her." 

" And have I done so ?' 

" I leave the answer to your own truth- 
fulness, and will not pain you by uttering 
it." 

'* Ah, my lord, you may well say that^ 
but you would not be so polite if I had cast 
the slightest shadow on your honour,'* she 
replied calmly and proudly ; " I have done 
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nothing unworthy of you, or myself. Prove 
your words if you can!" 

" And is there no affection between you 
and Carl Brogren V he asked with a sneer ; 
" can you deny that ?" 

The colour faded for an instant from her 
face, and returned hot and glowing, as she 
quickly answered : 

" When I was still a child I was engaged 
to him. If you will listen I will tell you 
the whole story." 

And in a simple, truthful manner, she re- 
lated her girlish admiration for Carl, and 
how they had both dreamed of one day 
being man and wife. 

He heard unmoved all she said, and did 
not once interrupt her history, as she told 
of a young girl's first and childish love. 
When she ceased, he asked : 

" So you loved him ?" 

"He was the first I felt any affection 
for," she answered. 

VOL. II. 5 j(^ 
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*' And the affection has been renewed. 
Ton are now married, and yet you have 
met ^^iT" again and exchanged letters with 
him." 

*' I have spoken to him once, and I have 
answered one letter/' 

''And that is one too many/' cried 
Edwin, angrily ; " you have no right as 
my wife to write one word to an old lover. 
If you knew what is due to me and your- 
self too, you would not have a meeting with 
Herr Brogren in private, and let him 
whisper words which are a shame for — ^" 

"Lord Casterton/' said Elvira, inter- 
rupting him, " I think you foiget the — ^the 
respect at least, due to me from you." 

"Indeed, I neither forget that nor the 
value I set on my honour," he answered, de- 
-cidedly. " You wished to live apart from 
me. I agreed to your wish, but on the 
condition you shielded my name from all 
harm in your own person. You say you 
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only met Herr Brogren once, but I know 
you had another interview with him one 
evening, in your old nurse's room, for I saw 
him myself coming away from the rendez- 
vous. Whilst my aunt was ill I held my 
tongue, then you were ill yourself, and I 
was obliged to defer speaking to you on the 
subject, but now I beg you will remember 
that in future I shall expect you to be more 
circumspect in your conduct." 

She did not take her eyes from his face 
whilst he spoke, but looked at him with a 
steady, cold, indignant stare. Once her 
mouth trembled, and she half opened it as 
if to speak, but her breath came and went 
as if she were suffering more than she chose 
to acknowledge. 

"Why do you say all this ?" she asked 
after a few minutes' pause. 

'* Because I would like you to be more 
careftd in the future, if you still persist in 
putting land and sea between us," he 
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aiiaweredy in a softer tona *' I know one'ft 
feelings are not always so easy to control^ 
but any exhibition of them that is not con- 
sistent with honour and duty mttst be- 
avoided." 

*'True; and I consider that I have not 
yet failed in that respect/' she answer^ 
with the same cold, proud manner. " But 
I think, my lord, that it would have been 
as well if you had found out the truth be- 
fore you so lavishly condemn your wife ;: 
and you who are so ready to condemn, da 
you listen to the dictates of honour and 
duty ? I make no complaint, neither will I 
ask any questions, but when you are a little- 
calmer, if you look over those letters, you 
will acknowledge, I think, that it is not you 
who should speak so warmly on the imagi- 
nary faiUngs of your wife." 

She quietly rose from her seat and going 
to a drawer, drew forth a bundle of letters,. 
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tied together with red tape. Handing 
them to him, she continued : 

'^ I have known the contents of those 
letters since the first day your aimt was 
taken ill. Through them I know that you 
love another woman, and that the tie which 
binds you to me is a positive pain to you. 
You speak of me bitterly, and think worse, 
and I know you long to be free, free to bind 
yourself to her. I know it, for you have 
written it." 

She stopped for a moment, for her 
voice choked her, but swallowing her 
inclination to burst into tears, she added, 

passionately : 

" And I know too, that if I had died 
when I was ill, my death would have 
been a relief to you, and the last barrier 
broken between you and the girl you 
€are for. But as soon as the marchioness 
breathed her last, I had determined whafc 
to do, and it was only my own sudden 
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weakness which kept me from canymg it 
out/' 

Her lips trembled, and she ceased. 

"And that determination was?" asked 
Edwin, unmoved. 

" To seek a divorce." 

He was silent. 

Receiving no answer she went on : 

" The marchioness's death snapped asun- 
der the only link which binds us. Out of 
respect to her, we met once a year together,, 
under her roof. We owe her nothing now. 
And why, why, my lord, need we go on 
playing any longer the miserable part we- 
both object to ? Let us put an end to the- 
farce, and give ourselves at least a chance 
of trying to be happy. You have full 
power over your aunt's fortune, and having^ 
that you do not want me. On my side I 
have had a high-sounding name, but I will 
give it you back willingly, for I know it 
does not bring happiness." 
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" Have you finished ?" he asked at last. 

" I have nothing more to say." 

"Then my answer is — ^you shall never 
bear another name. I will never consent to 
a divorce," he said, as he took a step 
or two towards her. 

" That is only because you promised your 
aunt you would not. I heard you do so 
the morning she sent for me. I do not 
think such a promise need be binding, for 
if she had had any inkling of the true state 
of the case she would not have wished our 
living together." 

Lord Casterton leant his elbows on the 
marble slab, buried his head in his hands, 
and did not answer. He was perplexed 
what to say. 

Presently turning slowly roimd he faced 
his wife : 

" Our fate must be in the future what it 
has been for nearly three years,'' he said, 
** only death shall free us. If we are side by 
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side or far apart, it does not matter. You 
shall never be free to many another, nor 
shall I either; that is my fixed deter- 
mination." 

Elvira sunk back on the sofa and put her 
head on the cushion ; but she did not 
answer. 

She looked weak and miserable, as if 
she had no more strength to struggle 
against his will. He went nearer to her : 

" What do you say, Elvira V ' 

But she was still silent. 

" You shall decide if we stay together or 
separate. Will you choose ?" 

He waited for her to answer. But she 
was silent. From her closed eyelids the 
tears rolled slowly in large drops down her 
thin pale cheeks. 

He watched for a moment, then his hps 
curled, he drew himself back, saying in a 
bitter, cold tone : 

" You imagine yourself badly used and 
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very miserable, but you cannot feel more so 
than I do. If you cannot get what you 
want and the man you love — ^Well 1 I am 
in the same trouble. You must promise 
not to see him again, it is true, but life has 
other joys and plenty of recompense for 
one grief. Will you try," he added more 
kindly, " will you try and comfort yourself 
with the thought that Lord Casterton could 
not face the scandal of a divorce, and will 
you not try also to bear a little more with 
him ? You are upset and worn out now. 
I will leave you to think it over and to- 
morrow I will come for your answer." 

Again he waited for a^ word of reply, but 
8he did not move, and with a deep sigh he 
left the room. The instant he was gone 
she put her face in her hands and sobbed 
aloud. 




CHAPTEE X. 

HEN Lord Casterton left his wife'ft 
boudoir and passed through the 
hall to his own apartments, he 
saw Armida standing by a window. Coming 
towards him she said : 

" I have been waiting for you, my lord, 
for I want you to give me back the letter 
I lent you yesterday. I let you see it that 
you might know what I said was true, that 
the dearest wish of Elvira's heart is to be 
free. You don't need it any longer, so give 
it me." 

" That letter is my wife's," he answered 
coolly, '' so belongs to her, not to you. Be- 
sides, Miss Kayhjelm, it is only a part of a 
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torn letter, and may have been picked up 
by me as well as by yoiL You need not de* 
mand, therefore, what really does not belong 
to you. But can you tell how those letters, 
of mine to Martha, fell into Elvira's hands ?' 
" Has she got them ^" exclaimed Armida, 
with well-feigned astonishment. 

" Indeed she has ! I see it was not you 
who procured them for her. I confess that 
I thought you had, for you seem to take a 
great interest in trying to separate us, and 
those letters would be a triumph of proof 
against me." 

" Why do you think I would do such a 
thing ?" she asked reproachfully. 

" How do I know ? Your affection for 
Lady Casterton, perhaps — or for me, as you 
have already several times warned me of 
strange things," he answered with a sar- 
castic smile. 

" You are right, my lord. It was affection 
for your wife. I can't bear to see her 
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lookiog so wretched and not do all in my 
power to make her happy again." 

" And you think she would be happy if 
she could get rid of me ?'* he asked 
ironically. 
p " Yes, I do. You may laugh if you like, 
but you know it is true ; you have no heart 
to act as you are now doing. You profess 
to love Martha, you won her away from 
the man she was engaged to, and yet you 
married Elvira. I know you have told 
Martha a thousand times how you regret 
that unlucky step, how you wish you could 
undo it, and yet although you are sure that 
Carl still cares for Elvira and she for him, 
and you have the power of freeing her, you 
won't do it. If you caU such conduct 
honourable, I do not." 

Whilst she was speaking he drummed an 
impatient tattoo march with his knuckles on 
the window pane. When she had finished 
he laid his fingers on her arm, and said — 
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** My wife did not underrate your powers 
when she chose you for her advocate, but 
you are making a mistake to spend so much 
talent on such a thankless subject. You 
may as well try to bring back my aunt to 
life as separate me from my wife ; neither 
to please you nor Elvira nor Martha will I 
consent to it. Herr Brogren shall never 
marry Elvira as long as I live." And with 
a stiff bend of his head he took up his hat 
and whip, and went off to the stables. 

A few hours after, on his return from his 
ride, he found a letter lying on his dressing- 
table in Elvira's handwriting. Taking it 
up, he broke the seal, thinking, "What 
can she have to say now ? I hate let- 
ters." 

It ran — 



"Lord Casterton — 

" My one wish is not to worry you 
with my presence since you refuse your 
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freedom. When you came here so unex- 
pectedly I hoped that we might in time 
become friends, and I determined to do all 
in my power to win you to care for me. 
"God knows that was my desire. I 

knew you loved Martha S , but I stifled 

my jealousy and wounded feelings, and 
tried to be tender and loving to you : I 
did, indeed, for I wished to be all a wife 
ought to be to her husband. I will not 
speak of the cold return you gave me, nor 
of the twelve long weeks of weary nursing 
when your aunt was ill, during which you 
never once gave me a kind word or look, 
that showed me I was nothing to you ; but 
when afterwards I was ill myself, and you 
did not come near me or inquire for or 
about me, then — ^then I knew all my hopes 

were false and that it was of no use, for 
nothing would or could make you care for 
me. In one of those letters to Martha you 
wrote : * Free me from my wife, and you 
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will make me the happiest of men/ Those 
words haunted me in my illness, and I de- 
termined to do all in my power to give you 
back your freedom, but you will not re- 
ceive it 

" You have said bitter wounding words 
to me, have insulted my pride and self- 
respect; and that, too, without finding out 
if what you said was true. I will say again 
now that I have never, not once, even, 
had a thought that was not loyal to you 
©ince I accepted the ring at the altar. I 
did once like Carl Brogren, but now he is 
nothing to me, and I could not if 1 would 
give him any affection. But your words 
were bitter, very bitter. 

" You will not have a divorce you say, 
but you give me the choice of deciding if 
we live side by side or apart. You wrote, 
' Free me from my wife, and you will make 
me the happiest of men.' You will not 
accept your freedom, so I take myself from 
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you as far as I can. My wish ia to have 
sea and land between us. 

" Our last conversation has upset me. I 
am not strong, and I cannot endure the 
agitation of another interview, and to avoid 
the pain of hearing more bitter words from 
you. I shall have left Timasjo before this 
reaches your hands. Farewell, Lord Cas- 
terton. May God bless you 1 I travel 
quite alone. 

" Mrs. Brow may stay at Timasjo or re- 
turn to England as she likes. Froken 
Kayhjelm I have written to, and I think 
I have arranged everything. One thing 
more and I have finished. You promised 
your aunt on her deathbed never to sepa- 
rate f ram me. 

" It is just possible that without betray- 
ing truth or duty I may allow myself to 
act in a way not worthy of Lady Casterton's 
position ; if so, then your promise to your 
aimt becomes null and void. Once 1 was 
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told a wife ought to do all in her power to 
bring her husband happiness. As I write my 
heart aches with the thought I may never 
see you again. During life these are the last 
words I may ever address to you, therefore 
I say forgive me if I have not always been 
equal to my high position as your wife, and 
try and think of me without anger. 

" Elvira." 

On the last page were marks of tears. 

To describe the influence and effect of 
this letter on Edwin would be impossible. 
He paced his room in a state of madness ; 
at last he violently rang the bell. 

When the man appeared he ordered 
him to beg Mrs. Brow to come to him at 
once. 

"My lord, dinner is served, and the 
gong has sounded twice for your lord- 
• ship.'' 

" Never mind, I will not dine ; I did not 
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Hear it. Tell Mrs. Brow I want her here 
at once." 

As soon as the Englishwoman had en- 
tered his room and shut the door, he asked 
sharply — 

" When did my wife leave ?" 

" Has she left ?" asked in her turn Mrs. 
Brow, opening her eyes wide. 

" Why ask silly questions when I want 
a quick reply ?" said Edwin, hastily. " She 
could not fly out of the window, and you 
must have heard her go." 

" Lady Casterton has been in her room 
all day," she answered, *' and I have been 
sitting at work in the blue drawing-room. 
If she had gone I must have heard the 
oarriage-wheels, but I heard and noticed 
nothing." 

" Where is Froken Kayhjelm ?" 

** In the dining-room." 

" Then I must ask her," he said, going 
to the door, but Mrs. Brow sprang quickly 
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after him, and seizing his arm, she whis- 
pered — 

" Be careful if you do, my lord." 

Edwin looked at her questioningly. 

"Don't ask her much — nothing, if you 
take my advice. She is an enemy, who 
has been plajing some wicked game with 
you," repUed Mrs. Brow, earnestly. 

"Go and see if you can find her — my 
wife, I mean — in her apartments," he said 
shortly, as he cast himself in a lounging 
■chair and took up again Elvira's letter. 

Mrs. Brow went. In a quarter of an 
liour she came back. 

" Lady Casterton left her room by the 
private staircase leading to the park. On 
the other side a carriage was waiting for 
Ler, in which she drove away.'' 

" Was she alone ? Didn't she take her 
maid r 

" No, she was alone. Johan drove." 

" Where did she go ?" 

6—2 
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" That I do not know/' 

"But I must know — I will know. I 
must find her," he exclaimed. 

Mrs. Brow made no reply, but looked 
thoughtfiil. 

" What are you thinking of?'' he asked 
her suddenly. 

''Of your wife." 

He sprang up, and pulled the bell. 

" What are you going to do T said Mrs. 
Brow a moment after. 

" Drive to town immediately." 

" Would it not be better to wait till the 
morning? If you go now, the servants 
will talk, and soon find out the truth; 
better far wait and go to-morrow." 

" Send my valet to me," said Lord Cas- 
terton, when the bell he had rung was 
answered. Then, when the man had gone, 
he turned to Mrs. Brow — 

" Perhaps you are right," he said, and 
he rose from his seat with the painful 
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effort of a man who has gone through great 
mental suflfering, and slowly walked across 
the hall into his wife's apartments. 

Mrs. Brow went to her own room. Ar- 
mida was at her wit's end to understand 
what was going on. 

The dinner gong had sounded twice, yet 
neither Lord nor Lady Casterton had ap- 
peared ; then, just as it was to be sounded 
for the third time, Mrs. Brow was called 
away, and did not return, and ten minutes 
^ter came a message for her to sit down 
to table alone. 

She eat her dinner as quickly as possible, 
^d went straight to Elvira's morning- 
room to see why she did not come to 
dinner. But the door was locked, and 
the maid told her Lord Casterton was 
there. Then she went to Mrs. Brow, but 
her maid said she was out walking. 

At last, not caring to be by herself, as 
the evening was fine, she thought she 
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would go and spend an hour at Altorp 
with Mrs. Brogren. 

It was late when she returned, and she 
went straight to her own room. 

The next morning, when Armida awoke,, 
the maid gave her a letter from Elvira^ 
adding that my lord and lady had left the 
chateau, as also Mrs. Brow. 



CHAPTER XL 

HE season in London had begun. 
The noble and rich part of so- 
ciety were in a world of gaiety. 
In the smoking-room of a large mansion 
in the most fashionable part of London, sat 
Lord Casterton. 

He had just returned from a debate in 
the House. Tired and fatigued, he had 
put on a dressing-gown, and, lounging on 
the sofa, was enjoying a cigar. 

He looks thoughtful and anxious; his 
forehead is covered with wrinkles, and his 
eyes seem darker and more forbidding in 
expression than they were a year ago. He 
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looks as if some deep-set grief had taken 
possession of him, and made him serious 
and thoughtful beyond his years. 

His thoughts were not pleasant as he 
lounged back in his chair, for every now 
and then he puffed out the smoke in im- 
patient jets, and changed his position as if 
any movement were a relief. 

Presently quick steps were heard on the 
stairs, the door opened, and Sidney Lem- 
bourn walked in. 

''I congratulate you, Casterton. There 
has been a hard fight to-day, I hear ; but 
your party is victorious. I am glad, very 
glad. But you look terribly worn." 

"I am very glad to see you, my dear 
fellow. It is not the debate which has 
tired me so much as my own thoughts and 
my constant disappointment." 

" What disappointment ?" asked Sid- 
ney. 

^^ In spite of all my efforts, failing to 



Elvira^ Lady Casterton. 89 



meet my wife. It is just a year since I 
began following her, and yet I miss her 
everywhere. I heard she was in Paris, 
the queen of a brilliant circle, giving and 
receiving magnificent entertainments. Di- 
rectly I knew it I went straight over, 
drove to her hotel, and hear ^Lad}'- Cas- 
terton left to-day.' I ask where for ? but 
no one knows. I returned to England, 
buried myself in politics, and one evening, 
by chance looking over some German news- 
papers, I read she was in Vienna, enjoying 
the same brilliant fiStes, and playing the 
same r61e as she did in Paris. I started 
immediately for the continent, and travelled 
without stopping till I reached the Aus- 
trian capital. The moment I arrived I 
heard she had left the town suddenly the 
day before. Then for months she seemed 
dead; no one spoke of her, no one knew 
where she was — when all at once I heard 
she was in Rome, the leader of a charm- 
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ing society, and the centre of every attrac- 
tion. I started again, travelled night and 
day, flung away gold like water to hasten to 
meet her, when lo 1 she is again just gone. 
I came back to England, and a few days 
ago I was congratulated right and left at 
having my beautiful charming wife in Lon- 
don with me. I received the congratula- 
tions like one in a dream. I came home, 
asked for her, and my servants told me her 
luggage and courier had arrived, but she 
had not yet put in an appearance. For 
three days I stayed in, hoping she would 
come every moment, but in vain. And yet 
to-day I could swear I saw her drive by 
just as I was stepping into my carriage. 
It seems to me as if that woman means to 
drive me mad — as if she had determined 
that the rest of my life should be spent in 
hunting for her all over the world." 

" Then why seek her ? At one time you 
did all you could to shun her. Let her 
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alone. What is the good of running after 
her when the very mention of her name 
makes your blood boil ?" 

" I mean to find her, for I have swoni to 
see her again," he answered, as he began a 
restless walk up and down the room^ 
adding, 

" She is the very bane of my existence. She 
knows a Casterton sold himself for money. 
She is a living witness to the torture my 
pride sujffers. She laughs at me, and 
escapes me at every turn. I am sick of the 
game, and I mean to find her and let her 
know she shall not trifle with me any 
longer. Once let me meet her, and by my 
side she shall remain, whatever she saya 
to the contrary. I mean it, and I shall 
keep my word, and she shall repent be- 
having in this ridiculous way all the rest 
of her life." 

Sidney gave no answer to this tirade. 
After a long pause he asked. 
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" Are you going to the Swedish minister's 
ball to-night ?" 

'* No I" thundered Edwin, as he kicked 
away a stool which was near his foot. " No, 
I am not. What do you ask me for ? I 
excused myself." 

" But, Casterton, you ought to go," said 
Sidney, mUdly. 

'* But I tell you I am going elsewhere, 
to " 

" I know where you mean," interrupted 
Sidney. * * But don't go — don't for your own 
sake. Standing before the world as you do, 
looked upon as one of the leading men of the 
day, you ought to avoid giving the public 
the bad example of a talented upright states- 
man, being a slave to such a passion." 

" Lemboum, be so good as not to speak 
of that. We are all more or less slaves to 
our passions, though it is not every one who 
is weak enough to let it be seen. I sin 
openly, and the world cries, shame ! — others 
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sin in secret, the world knows it, but is 
discreet, and says nothing. Believe me, the 
sin is the same/' 

"That's possible — but instead of reflect- 
ing on each other's weaknesses, would it not 
be better to avoid our own ?" 

" All very well, Lemboum, but not 
practical," said Edwin, bitterly. " You 
yourself succeed better than most people in 
living within your own code of what is right, 
but are you any the happier for it ? Can 
you unlove the one you care for, or take 
pleasure in things you have no sympathy 
with? No, of course you cannot. Our 
sense and understanding must sometimes 
give way to our passions, strike against it 
as we will. The understanding, or rather 
the ' esprit,' dances to the melody our 
feelings play. So do not speak with sa 
much pride of intellectual superiority. It 
is like fireworks — it blazes and flares for a 
time, and blinds and imposes upon the 
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people — ^but after all, cannot last for ever. 
We are always strong when we admonish 
others, but weak enough when the moment 
of temptation is singing sweetly in our own 
oars. You condemn me for my friendship 
with Froken Stangenskjold, but are you 
without such a weakness yourself ?" 

*^ I believe I am," Sidney replied, calmly. 

" Well ! well I my dear Lembourri, I dare 
say you have a weakness somewhere," 
answered Edwin, throwing his cigar in the 
fire-place. " You go your way, I go mine. 
You go to the ball, and I shall spend an 
hour or two in Martha's drawiug-rooms, 
surrounded with beauty, wit, and pleasure." 

" And inhaling the poison which makes 
you doubt every person and thing, even to 
my honour and sincerity," replied Sidney, 
as he put on his gloves. " It seems to me, 
Casterton, as if you and I can never talk 
now without some bitterness creeping in to 
all we say. Farewell till to-morrow, as I 
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shall go to the ball most certainly — whilst 
you mean to go to her whose beauty and 
wit is the poison of your life." 

They clasped hands, and a moment after 
Edwin murmured to himself as he stood 
alone, 

"He is right, indeed he is — that girl 
does poison my lips and makes me a man 
without peace or trust in any one. Ah ! but 
she is lovely V 

The door opened, and a lady stood at the 

entrance. 

" Mrs. Brow !" exclaimed Edwin, starting 
eagerly forward. " At last !" 

The lady laid her finger on her lips and 
would not speak till the door was closed 
and she had taken a seat. 




CHAPTER XII. 

I HE Swedish ministers ball was a 
brilliant affair. The rooms were 

' pleasantly full, not over-crushed, 
and the dancing was at its height when a 
young, beautiful, and graceful woman entered 
on the arm of the minister. It was her first 
appearance in the fashionable world in 
London; but, as she walked through the 
rooms, her manner betrayed the perfect 
ease and indescribable "something" which 
denotes a long acquaintance with the great 

world. 

Rumour had long ago whispered of her 
success and triumph in many of the towns 
of Europe, and had foretold that her beauty 
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^and fascination made her queen of whatever 
society she entered. 

Besides, she owned a name that was 
honoured and respected in England as 
belonging to one of the greatest statesmen 
of the age. 

And this queen surrounded with admir- 
ation and flattery wherever she went was 
Lady Elvira Casterton. 

If sorrow or trouble ever cast a shadow 
over her forehead, or touched her heart, 
there was no sign of it now, to be seen in 
her smiling face. 

Her whole manner and appearance were 
so artless, blooming and bright, that one 
would have thought life had been for her 
one continued happy dream, and that nature 
and all her surroundings had conspired 
together to bestow upon her every wish and " 
joy, and to hide from her pain and suffering 
in the slightest form. Her beauty created 
quite a sensation even amongst the ac- 
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knowledged belles of London, and as she 
went the round of the salon murmurs of 
admiration followed her steps. 

Accompanying her was her fnend and 
companion Armida Kayhjelm. 

Her second waltz just over, Elvira sat 
down in a tiny alcove leading off the ball- 
room. 

She had not been there long when a tall 
manly figure stood before her, saying : — 

"Good-evening, Lady Casterton, I am 

" She looked up at the sound of hia 

voice, and a flood of pleased delight rushed 
into her face as she recognized Sir Sidney 
Lemboum. 

After a few words of compliment on each 
side at the pleasure of meeting, Sidney said 
gravely, 

" It is more than a year since I last saw 
your ladyship. I did not think then that 
the next time we met it would be on such 
an occasion as this." 
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" And why not ?" she answered, touching 
his arm with her fan. " I think that tjiis 
rencontre here in a ball-room is charming. 
You surely do not think, my dear Sir Sidney, 
that at my age I cannot enjoy such 
pleasures V 

" Certainly not ; but I do think they 
should only be sought by the side of your 
husband." 

"I beg you, Sir Sidney, to drop that 
subject," she replied somewhat coldly, as 
the smile died away from her beaming face, 
" and let us enjoy the passing hour without 
touching on anything that is not agreeable. 
Put oflF that grave look, come : let me see 
you smile. To-night I mean to listen to 
nothing but the voice of gladness and 
pleasure, and enjoy myself thoroughly." 

^' Is it a disagreeable theme then to speak 
to you of your husband ?" 

"I will answer your question with another. 
Would a chapter from the Bible be an 
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appropriate subject to read here in this 
dancing-room V 

" Of course not. A ball-room is not the 
place for such sacred subjects." 

" You have answered your own question," 
she answered, gently, looking up at him. 

" Thank you for that. It shows me you 
have the same true heart as ever." 

" Did you doubt it, then ?" she asked. 
" I more than doubted. I have condemned 
you without a hearing." 

*^ Ah ! I thought yott would have known 
how to judge. But the quadrille is forming, 
and here comes my partner — I must go — 
but remember life is like a ball, the vety 
opposite of what it appears." 

She left him, and he sat down on the seat 
which she had vacated, and seemed lost in 
his own thoughts. He did not notice that 
near him, hidden by a few flowers only, sat 
Armida, watching his every movement. 

Presently he was roused from his reverie 
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by bis shoulder being seized, and a voice 
saying, thickly — 

" Is she here to-night V 

" Edwin !" exclaimed Sidney. 

" Have you seen Lady Casterton ?" re- 
peated Edwin. 

" Not ten minutes ago I was talking to 
her. She is dancing now,'' he replied. 

Edwin turned away. The quadrille was 
nearly over, but he watched one set with a 
strange light in his eyes. As soon as the 
music ceased, he wended his way across the 
floor to join the couple he had been watch- 
ing. But, quick as he was, the throng 
detained him till he lost sight of her he was 
seeking. He went into every room, but 
she was nowhere to be found. At last he 
came against Sidney, standing at the en- 
trance to the supper-room. 

" Have you seen my wife ?" asked Edwin, 
clenching his teeth, and his face as pale as 
death. 
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" No ! I thiiik she must have gone home 
directly after the quadrille." 

Edwin found his hostess, bowed his good- 
night, and left the mansion in a state of utter 
bewilderment and angry disappointment. 

As soon as he was gone, it was whispered 
that he had only put in an appearance, to 
oblige his wife to retire early. Rumour 
asserted that wherever she was he did the 
same — she had hardly had time to reign in 
Paris when he forced her to leave; she 
had only just appeared in Vienna when 
she vanished suddenly, and each time 
through his strange caprice ; and here she 
had just been only an hour when he carried 
her off again. 

Whilst this whispering was going on, Ed- 
win's carriage had driven him quickly home. 

He sprang hastily out, and demanded 
of the butler, who stood in the hall — 

" Has her ladyship arrived ?" 

*' No, my lord,'' was the answer. 
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The next morning, at an early hour for 
visitors, Edwin knocked at a door in Curzon 
Street. 

" Can I see Froken Stangenskjold ?" 

" Please to walk this way, my lord." 

And a moment after Edwin foimd himself 
in a small drawing-room beautifully fur- 
nished. At a work-table near the window 
. sat a lady. 

She was young, and wondrously fair and 
lovely. Every feature was perfect, and a 
painter would have said she had no fault in 
face or form. Her hair was of a rich golden 
hue, and fell in showers over her shoul- 
ders, for she was in a neglig^ costume, 
^nd not dressed for visitors. 

" You, Lord Casterton !" she said, with 
some surprise, as Edwin entered the room. 
^' To what am I indebted for so unexpected 
^ visit ?" she added coldly, oflfering him 
her hand. 

He seemed taken aback by her strange. 
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chilling manner, and answered almost 

rudely — 

** I came to apologize for my non-appear- 
ance last night. I could not help " 

** Pray never mind," she said, motioning 
him to a seat. *' You broke your promise^ 
so don't try to excuse yourself. You were 
at the Swedish minister's ball, I know " 

" Martha ! why speak so unkindly to me 
this morning? It is not like your usual 
self. I was obliged to go, though I meant, 
you know quite well, to come here. I 
would have preferred being with you^ 
but " 

" You went to the ball to meet your wife,^ 
and you missed her. You see I know all 
about it." 

"I dare say you do, for all the world 
must know what a fool I am," he answered, 
bitterly. 

"Not at all. The world is sorry for 
you, that you allow her to make a fool of 
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you, and laugh at you as she does. Why 
do you submit to it, Edwin ? Why da 
you not assert your rights, and force her 
to submit to your will V 

** What is the use of saying that, when you 
know that for a year I have not seen her ?" 

" But what is it that makes you care to 
see her again ? It is not affection, I am 
sure, for I doubt if you have any for any 
one. You know she cares for another, and 
that she does not love you. She only went 
to the ball to meet him. When she heard 
you were there, she vanished and " 

" Is that true T burst out Edwin, inter- 
rupting her. 

" Of course ! I know it is " 

" Heavens ! what shall I do ? She will 
drive me mad !'' he exclaimed. 

" You see," went on Martha, not noticing 
his excitement, " she only wants to drive 
you to a legal separation, and to make 
you " 
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" Ready to blow my brains out," he inter- 
rupted again. " But for you, dear Martha, 
I should have gone mad long ago ; but you 
have chained me to your side by your 
beauty — and you know how devoted I am. 
Why are you so cold now ? And yet, per- 
haps, you are right. I am so bewildered I 
am not capable of judging right from 
wrong.*' 

" Then why try V she replied, smiling. 
" You have told me a hundred times you 
adore me, but I am sure you do not love 



me as '* 



" Martha, you are the most lovely woman 
on God's earth,'' he exclaimed, starting up, 
" I worship you with " 

*' Nay, nay ! no more," she said, looking 
-qalmly and unmoved straight into his eyes. 
^' Listen to me a moment. You admire me, 
I am sure, and fancy you adore me, as you 
say, but I think it arises purely from 
wounded pride " 
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*' By Heavens ! you are wrong," he ex- 
claimed, passionately. " I " 

" Do be quiet, and hear what I have to 
say, Lord Casterton," she continued. " I 
value your friendship, but more I will not 
have. If I had a heart to give, I would let 
you have it — but I thank God that I have 
been spared the sorrow of loving you, for it 
seems to me you are born to bring sorrow 
on those who care for you. But let me tell 
you that the sooner you forget me the 
better. You will one day find out for your- 
self that what you fancy to be affection for 
me is a mere passing admiration and passion 
for my beauty. And, my friend, I will 
have all your heart or none, and I prefer 
the latter state. You are coming with me 
to the opera to-morrow evening?" she 
added, as after waiting a moment for him 
to speak, he remained silent. 

'* Yes, I will go anywhere with you," he 
answered absentlv. 
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" And don't forget the bouquet you pro- 
mised me for the new prima donna. I 
long to hear her/' she added. 

*' And you are sure what you said is true 
— that Elvira met that man at the ball ?'* 
he asked suddenly, not noticing her remark. 

*' Quite sure !" she replied, looking at 
him with pity in her large dark eyes. " I 
wish you would put an end to the farce 
playing between you. You will be ill if 
this goes on much longer." 

He muttered something between his 
teeth, which she did not catch, and, taking 
up his hat, he rose to go. 

She rang the bell, and, without a word> 
he left her, full of the bitter thoughts, 
caused by her assurance of the reason for 
tis wife's sudden departure from the baU- 
room the night before. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

HE opera-house was full ; not a 
seat was vacant, for the new 
prima donna was to appear for 
the first time. She was renowned on the 
Continent, not only for her exquisite voice, 
but for her great and marvellous powers of 
acting, and expectation was at its height 
to see and hear her. 

Strange stones were afloat of her pecu- 
liarities and independence, and after she 
was annoimced to appear at Her Majesty's 
Theatre, every place was secured weeks 
beforehand. 

In a box on the second tier sat Lord 
Casterton far back in the box, as if to 
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avoid being recognized, or to save him- 
self the trouble of bowing to his acquaint- 
ances. 

Near him, on a chair, lay a large mag- 
nificent bouquet. 

At the end of the first act, Martha Stan- 
genskjold came to the front of a box vis-k- 
vis to his. She took up her opera-glasa 
and looked at him for several moments, as 
if anxious to read in his face the thoughts 
of his heart. 

It was not till the second act that the 
new singer was to appear. 

Just as Martha laid her glass down, the 
door of Edwin's box opened, and a lady 
quietly entered. He turned suddenly ta 
see who it was, but before he had time ta 
say a word, or rise from his seat, she bent 
her head forward and whispered something 

in his ear. 

For a second the hot blood flew up to 

his forehead, leaving his face a moment 
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after as white as ashes, as he rose and lefb 
the box; but the lady remained, and aa 
quietly as she had entered, drew a chair 
forward, and sat down in the front of the 
box. 

The bell rang for the curtain to go up 
for the second act. 

At the first kling a door opened, and a 
young lady in a beautiful costume came for- 
ward. She was so pale that her cheeks were 
whiter than marble. She stepped towards 
the coulisse to mount the steps, when a 
figure stood in her way. Without looking 
up, she moved aside, and would have gone 
on, but a husky voice whispered right 
before her — 

" Lady Casterton !" 

She started, and looked up, and saw — 
her husband. 

*' So you have dared to brave ^' 

" Madame, the curtain is up," called the 
manager. 



112 Elvira^ Lady Casterton. 

Edwin held his wife's arm as if in a vice. 
Turning to the manager, he said — 

*' You must announce to the public that 
madame does not sing, that she is ill— 
anything." 

" My lord, that " 

" Must be done !" exclaimed Edwin. 

" It is unnecessary," said a musical voice 
from a door close by, and the true Madame 
M., the Italian singer, dressed in the same 
costume as Elvira, stepped forward. "I 
know the part, and will sing for her." 

A quarter of an hour after, Lord and 
Lady Casterton entered their box, to the 
intense astonishment of many of the au- 
dience, who had known for several days 
that Lady Casterton was to sing that night 
for Madame M. 

For a few moments dozens of opera- 
glasses were pointed to the box of the 
young nobleman, but all that could be 
remarked was, that both were very pale. 
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and that the young wife was simply dressed 
in a morning costume of black velvet. 

At the end of the third act the house 
rang with the applause Madame M/s ex- 
quisite voice deserved. Edwin's bouquet 
lay at her feet, and the young nobleman, 
wrapping his wife's shawl around her shoul- 
ders, gave her his arm, and they both left 
the box. Mrs. Brow remained to the end. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

IMONGST those who looked with 
surprise on Elvira's entrance to 
her husband's box, none were 
more astonished than Froken Stangenskjold. 
She had come prepared to watch a scene, 
and she was disappointed. Only a few 
minutes before she had assured her com- 
panion that the new singer, Madame M., 
and Lady Casterton, were one and the 
same person. And she hated her rival 
more than ever when she saw her enter 
the box opposite, instead of appearing on 
the stage. 

Madame M. sang her sweetest, but 
Martha heard nothing. She sat watching 
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the pair opposite as if they had bewitched 
her. 

No sooner had they retired than the 
Swedish minister entered her box, followed 
by a tall, military-looking man, whom he 
presented as a countryman, and renowned 
painter, Captain Strom. She languidly 
smiled her welcome, and bade them take 
«eats ; but it was not till the third act 
was over that she had recovered from 
her disappointment sufficiently to notice 
the new comer. 

The ambassador told her he was in the 
French service, and had served in the war 
in Algiers; but that since that time he 
had devoted his leisure hours to painting. 
He was an artist of rare talent, and that 
her beauty had so struck him, he had 
begged for an immediate introduction. 

She smiled, and looking for the first 
time at Captain Strom, she saw in his face 

8—2 



116 ElviixL, Lady Casterton. 



an expression of his intense admiration for 
her own loveliness. 

His appearance was distinguished, and 
of the type that once seen is never for- 
gotten. He was of middle age, but whe« 
ther forty or fifty, it was impossible to tell. 
His face was bronzed, and his large eyes 
and thick brows gave him a stem, severe 
expression. 

Judging from a casual look, it might be 
supposed that he was a quiet, reserved 
man, content with his art, and not likely 
to be interested in much beyond it. But 
after a closer observation, it would be dis- 
covered that he had a very intense nature,, 
was full of strong passionate feelings, and 
that some time in his life he must have 
had a heavy sorrow to bear, for the linea 
round his mouth were deep beyond hi» 
years, though the heavy moustache par- 
tially concealed them. 

At first, when Martha seemed inclined 
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to begin a conversation with him, he paid 
her a few compliments, and expressed him- 
self honoured in being allowed to gaze 
nearer on. such a wondrously faultless face 
as hers. Even as he uttered these amiable 
nothings, Martha felt a cold shiver pass 
over her, and for the first time in her life 
shrunk from a man amusing himself by- 
telling her she was beautiful. 

It made her angry to talk to him, but 
there was something in the man's manner 
which forbade her treating him as she 
would have done any other stranger whom 
she did not like. 

He forced her to listen to him and an- 
swer all he said, whilst he seemed to drink 
in the sweetness of her beauty. He watched 
her ill-concealed impatience and attempts 
to engage the others in the conversation 
with a smile of amusement, and he spoke 
•of the opera and the singers as if music 
were his sole object of interest in life. 
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Every time she met his eyes she thought 
to herself — 

" If your intention is to paint me, then 
you will be disappointed, Sir Artist. I 
will teach you that I am worth more than 
a mere beautiful statue, although you look 
as if you thought me the Venus of Mila 
in the flesh/' 

Before the opera was finished, she rose 
and begged him to call her carriage. Aa 
she crossed the corridor to reach it, he 
slightly stooped, and said — 

'^ To-morrow I shall do myself the honour 
of calling on you at three o'clock." 

She bowed as he helped her into the 
carriage, wondering to herself why she had 
not the courage to tell him she was en* 
gaged at that hour, and would not be able 
to receive him. 




CHAPTER XV. 

ILENTLY Edwin rode home by 
the side of his wife. After leav- 
ing the box at the opera he did 
not open his Kps to her. When they ar- 
rived at the mansion he helped her out of 
the carriage, led her up to the drawing- 
room, and shut the door. 

He took off her large shawl as silently 
as he had sat by her side driving home, 
and then as she threw herself down on one 
of the sofas in the room, he began slowly 
and thoughtfully to pace up and down the 
floor. 

The room was dimly lighted and accorded 
well with Elvira's present frame of mind. 
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It looked gloomy and uncomfortable as if 
it were rarely used^ and as if no one cared 
to keep it tidy and in order. She did not 
dare to break the silence which had con- 
tmued between them. 

She knew her fate was about to be de- 
cided, that the moment she had dreaded for 
the past year had at last arrived, and she felt 
angry and annoyed she had thtis hastened it 
herself. She knew she had acted defiantly 
in express contradiction to the laws of her 
accepted freedom, and she trembled for the 
result, knowing that she deserved no mercy 
at the hands of the man she had intended 
so openly to enrage and defy. 

Half an hour slowly ticked on, and still 
Edwin marched up and down with his 
hands behind his back and his head bent. 
She did n ot dare even to look up at him, 
but lay with her head on the sofe pillow, 
listening with a beating heart to every 
step he took. 



Elvira^ Lady Casterton. 121 

At last he stopped. And it seemed to 
her that she could scarcely breathe, so fear- 
fully she dreaded his first words, 

" I have wished to subdue my anger 
before speaking, that I may do so calmly," 
he said at last. 

He was silent again, and took another 
turn up and down the room as if to assure 
himself of his calmness. 

Elvira made no sign. 

When he stood before her for the second 
time his face was pale, but all anger had 
disappeared, and in its stead there lay on 
it an expression of decision and quiet de- 
termination. 

" In the first place I should like to 
know why you intended to sing in public V 

She did not answer, only hid her head 
•deeper in the cushion. 

" You are silent ; but you little know 
the man you have before you if you think 
by silence to hide from him the explana- 
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tion he has a right to demand. Tou had 
the courage to offend him, have the same 
courage no:Hr to say why you did it.'* 

Slowly she lifted her head and rose up. 
She was so white even to the lips that she 
looked like a spectre as she replied, 

" Lord Casterton, I wanted to goad you 
to accept a divorce. I knew your horror 
of the stage, and that you would never 
own an actress for your wife." 

" So you wished to make me deprive you 
of the name you are unworthy to bear. 
Not badly planned, only you forgot the 
scandal for me would have been the same : 
you wish still to be free ?" 

** Ah, God knows I do V she said with 
fervour. 

" But if you were, you would lose the 
name you have, and the position you hold."' 

'* I would lose it all," she exclaimed, 
clasping her hands, " give all up, rank and 
name and riches, if only I could be free 
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from this unoatural marriage. Ab, my 
lord, the bond which unites us is the curse 
of my life, and I carmot bear it longer." 

" Not ? WeU, you must have given 
yourself up to a tolerably strong passion 
to talk as strongly as that. Do you then 
love with your whole soul V 

'' Ah, yes, with all my heart," she an- 
swered with a sigh as she looked at him. 

" And your happiness would be increased 
if you were free ?" 

" My only wish is to live to see the day 
I am no longer your wife." 

" You are charmingly honest," he 
muttered under his breath as he again 
began pacing the room. 

She followed his every movement with 
her eyes, anxiously wondering what his 
next words would be. Each time he came 
near her she held her breath hoping he 
would speak. Five minutes passed and he 
still continued to pace the room. 
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" Up and down, up and down, will he 
never stop ?" she thought as the silence 
became painful and more oppressive than 
ahe could bear. 

When at last he paused before her, his 
face had lost its severe expression. 

'* It is possible the day will come when 
jou may cease to be Lady Castei-ton," he 
said, half-sadly, half- wearily, " but I shall 
then have ceased to live. As long as I 
breathe you will remain as you are — ^my 
wife. I have sworn it, my lady, and I 
never break a vow." 

" You are cruel, cruel,'' she exclaimed, 
**not only to me, but yourself." 

" If you call me cruel now, what words 
will you find hard enough for me when you 
hear my determination," he replied as he 
looked at her with the strange light coming 
back in his eyes. " Perhaps you will call 
me a brute, and if you do I shall still act 
as I think it is my duty to do. We have 
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been married more than four years, during 
these years I have had such perfect con- 
fidence in your honour and circumspection 
that I have not interfered in your freedom 
of life, but now you have abused my trust," 
he went on as his voice grew hard and 
angry, " you have lost my confidence, you 
have broken the tacit agreement between 
Tis, and obliged me to regard you as a 
woman without any notion of honour *' 

"How dare you! how dare — " cried 
Elvira springing up and coming close to 
him. 

" Be quiet and listen to me," he inter- 
rupted her, forcing her to sit back on the 
sofa. " You have no right to speak, you 
have wronged me deeply, and you must 
be silent and hear me. I will have no 
scene, you must do my will now and obey 
me in aU things without murmuring, for I 
am — ^am determined you shall be submis- 
sive or I will make you.*' 
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She sat stiU, rocking herself now and 
then to and fix) as if in pain. When he 
ceased speaking she looked up at him, 
clasping her hands, saying imploringly, 
*' But I can't bear it. Lord Casterton, don't 
he hard and cruel, my life is so lonely, and 
hy your side I hate the ferce we have to 
play. A wife only in name — no caress, no 
love, not even a kind word from you — and 
yet tied to you for life. Oh God ! what 
liave I done to deserve it ? My heart will 
break — and I shall die" — and she threw 
herself on her knees by the sofa and burst 
into an agony of sobs. 

'* You married me," said Edwin, after a 
moment — "You married me to revenge 
yourself on the one who jilted ypu, and 
you have your pimishment. I pity you, 
indeed I do." 

" Pity I" she exclaimed, " I scorn your 
pity, but I would give my life for a little 
love. It's hard, indeed it is I" 
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" You have chosen to forget your duty/* 
continued Edwin, in the same severe tone, 
**and the same passion you now feel 
tempted you to intend casting a blot on my 
name and person in the shape of your 
singing publicly, here in London. If I live 
till my hair is white as snow I shall never 
forgive or forget the injury my honour has 
received through you." 

She lay leaning against the sofa, still 
sobbing bitterly, but made him no an- 
swer. 

Again he paced the room for several 
turns. Each time he came near her he 
tesitated a second, and then went on as if 
not daring to trust himself to look at her. 

Presently he stooped and touched her 
nrm. 

" Won't you get up ? — it pains me to see 
you there. Sit on this chair." And he 
lifted her up from where she lay. " I have 
one thing to add," he continued, '^ and that 
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is, that to-morrow you must drive out with 
me in the part It will be known all over 
London that you were to sing to-night, and 
as you have brought the scandal on me, 
you must do your best to ward it off. 
Every one will be on the qui-vive to watch 
how the proud statesman behaves under the 
circumstances. The only way to act is to 
let every one know they were mistaken. 
You shall go with me to-morrow evening 
to the opera, and afterwards to Lady D.'s. 
And, henceforth in public, you must always 
appear by my side. Do you understand ?" 

She gave no answer but her tears. 

*^ Don't try any more to provoke me to a 
legal separation, for I shall not agree to it. 
You say you are miserable — well, so am L 
I do not love you, and I cannot respect 
you. If you have to live without any 
caress, any love, so also have I. You are 
my wife, and have a right to my love, to be 
with me night and day, but you only 
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married me for a name, and that you have 
got. You have woimded and angered me 
now, take care you do not do so again. 
You must stay in my house. Mrs. Brow 
shall again become your companion, and 
Froken Elayhjelm also, if you like and 
•wish it. But all your servants I shall 
dismiss, and allow you only mine. I have 
nothing else to say. You know my will, 
and I expect obedience." 

"I will give it," she answered. Her 
tears had stopped, the sobs had almost 
•ceased, and she raised her head. 

Throwing back her hair which had un- 
festened and Men in heavy masses over her 
face and shoulders, she looked at him 
calmly for a moment and then quietly con- 
tinued: 

" You have called me a woman without 
any notion of honour. Perhaps you are 
right, my lord, but in the future I shall so 
act as to make you repent that most unjust 
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accusation. Eremember that although I 
have listened to your hard words and not 
sought to excuse myself I am not of ne- 
cessity guilty of what you impute to me. 
I have obeyed you, my lord, and been 
silent, and the future will prove if I 
deserve your reproaches. He who can read 
hearts knows what is the truth, I shall 
obey your wishes, and you may dismiss or 
give me any servants you choose. What- 
ever you decide in that respect I shall not 
interfere with." 

" And thus you are right," replied 
Edwin. "It is late, and I will not keep 
you up any longer. But," he . added, 
after another turn on the carpet; "this, 
bouse is ours. Your rooms are prepared 
for you on this floor, mine on the on.e above. 
You had better give orders to have your 
luggage unpacked at once." 

He rang the bell as he spoke, and whea 
it was answered he said to the man. 
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" Her ladyship wishes to see the house- 
keeper, send her here." 

And with the simple word " good-night '* 
to his wife he left the room. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

HE following niglit was a miserable 
and wretched one for both hus- 
band and wife. 
In his room Edwin paced the floor, a prey 
to the most bitter feelings. His pride and 
self-love had been woundedat theirtenderest 
point, and he had been betrayed into an 
anger and an expression of wrathful words 
more bitter and far harder than he had 
ever previously used towards a woman. 
And yet it drove him nearly wild to think 
and imagine what might not have happened, 
if he had arrived a few seconds later, behind 
the scenes at the opera. He wondered 
that in his passion he had not struck his 
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wife to the earth, iastead of speakiag so 
calmly as he knew he had done when he 
saw her ready dressed and about to slip on 
the stage, in order to sing and act before the 
public. His wife to become an actress 1 
-Good Heavens ! he felt he could never for- 
give such an insult to his name and order 
if he lived for a hundred years. 

And Elvira, alone in her room, did not 
attempt to sleep either. She wrapped a 
dressing-gown around her shoulders, and 
sitting down in a large easy chair by the 
side of her bed, bent her head on the 
cushions and gave herself up to her thoughts. 
The life she had led since she first took the 
unfortunate step which made her the great 
nobleman's wife, the coldness he had ever 
shown her, the lonely hours at night, his 
indifference to her illness brought on by 
over-exertion in nursing his aunt, his affec- 
tion and attention to Martha, and now his 
bitter, taunting words because she had 
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determined to sacrifice herself for his sake 
and enter upon the stage — all passed through 
her mind and banished sleep from her eyes. 

K she could have wept during these re- 
flections it would have relieved and done 
her good ; but all her tears seemed dried 
up and spent Her head ached; she felt 
worn out and agitated, and possessed with 
a strong desire to fly away somewhere and 
hide herself for ever from her husband's 
sight. 

When ihe morning dawned she still sat 
in the arm-chair, a picture of weariness 
and misery. 

The hours crept on, but she could not 
sleep. At last she was roused from her 
painful thoughts by a voice saying, 

** Are you awake, Elvu-a T and opening 
her eyes, and turning her head, she saw 
Armida. 

" "Why, Elvira, what is the matter ?" ex- 
claimed Armida, as she took her hands^ 
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•and looked into her paJe face, and sunken 
'eyes. " You are white and cold, and you 
have not slept What has happened ?" 

"Nothing, nothing," answered Elvira; 
^* don't ask questions, for, if you do, I shall 
not answer them. It is all right. My 
husband and I have had an explanation. 
I was wrong, very wrong, but I am glad I 
can see it. Henceforth my husband and I 
live in the same house." 

Armida stared at Elvira as if she would 
try to read in her face what it was had 
happened which made her look so Ul. 

"Your words, dear Elvira, are calm and, 
quiet, but your face tells another tale. 
You have had some worry, I know, if not 
some sorrow. I will not be inquisitive, 
but it pains me to see you look so wretched 
and unhappy." 

" If I do, then it comes entirely from my 
own fault." 

"Ah I yesl You are so generous and 
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forgiving ; you always say you are to blame 
yourself," exclaimed Armida, impatiently. 
" Oh ! you dear loving Elvira, how I wish 
you were free, and that that Lord Casterton 
coTild be punished for — " 

" Hush, hush ! not a word against Am,"* 
interrupted Elvira in a constrained tone. 
"If he has done wrong, so have I. At 
least I have pained and wounded him in-^ 
tentionally. I ought not to have thought 
of singing in public. But now, if you love 
me, say no more on the subject. I do not 
want to know his failings nor his weak- 
nesses ; and promise me not to mention my 
husband's name again to ine — ^at leasts 
again, will you?" And she reached out 
her hand to her friend. 

"As you wish it, of course it shall be 
so," she answered, "but that will not 
hinder me from thinking his behaviour 
disgraceful." 

" Armida !" exclaimed Elvira, angrily. 
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"Don't be vexed T' she replied, kissing 
her. "I will not say any more. The 
reason I came so early was to give you thia 
letter/' 

And she handed her a letter she took 
firom her pocket, watching her narrowly as 
she did so. Elvira took it, glanced at it, 
and her pale cheeks grew warm and bright 
as she recognized the writing. 

" I did not deceive myself,'' thought 
Armida; "it is from Sir Sidney." Then 
aloud she said, 

" Now I wiU go, and leave you to read 
your letter. Shall I send your maid ?" 

" No, I will ring when I want her," she 
replied, with her eyes fastened on her letter. 

"Before you go, Armida, tell me how 
you came to know I was here ? Who told 
you I was sleeping in this house ?" 

" Your husband." 

" When did you see him V 

"I have not seen him. Yesterday 
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•evening, very late, I had this note from 
him," she answered, handing Elvira a folded 
paper v^hich she took from her pocket. 
Elvira read, 

*' Miss Kayhjelm, 

" To-morrow morning early I shall 
he obliged if you will leave the villa, and 
pay my wife a visit who is now staying in 
our house at the above address. 

"Edwin Casterton." 

As Elvira gave her back the note, 
Armida said, 

** This laconic epistle drove all sleep from 
s^ay eyes, and made me wretchedly anxious 
About you. I imagined all kinds of troubles, 
a,nd sorrows, and, as soon as the servants 
were up, I hastened to dress, and come 
here." 

And she moved to Elvira's side, put her 
Arms round her neck, and kissed her, 
adding : 
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As I came up to you, the servants told 
me that my room is prepared for me here. 
How good you are, dear. I will go and 
look at it." 







CHAPTER XVII. 

|S soon as Elvira was alone, with 
burning cheeks, she opened her 
letter. It ran : 



" Dear Lady Castebton, 

" It is with pain and soitow I 
take pen in hand to write you a few 
lines. I can hardly beheve the one I now 
address is the one I loved so truly and 
earnestly four years ago. You are changed^ 
and in this change you have broken the 
sweetest illusion of my life. Once to me 
you were the type of all that is noble and 
true and beautiful in womanhood. By 
your side, I thought peace, and virtue, and 
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happiness must bloom^ and for your sake I 
would have died, so madly and passionately 
I loved you. 

*'You married my friend; and every 
action and word of yours I watched, for I 
loved you too well not to be jealous for 
you, and anxious that the husband you 
had chosen should value you as you de- 
served, and be happy by your side. But, 
alas ! my lady, what have you done ? You 
have embittered his heart, and made his 
life a burden to him. You left him alone 
to follow the dictates of your own pride, 
and did not care how much sorrow you 
caused him. Unable to bear his loneliness 
any longer, he followed you to Sweden, 
hoping to soften your coldness, and bring 
you to see the necessity of hving by his 
side. The marchioness died, and shortly 
after Casterton returned to England, but 
without you; and to drown the sorrow 
you gave him he threw himself night and 
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day into parliamentary work. I dare not 
tell you how he suffered, as he heard from 
time to time of your brilliant appearance in 
the world ; and each time he sought you, 
you eluded him heartlessly. But not con- 
tent with thus wearing him soul and body, 
you seemed determined to scandalize his 
name. 

" And now I ask you, my lady, if you 
think that supposing you had accomplished 
your purpose, and driven him to give you 
back your freedom, that you would have 
been happy Ijy the side of the man for 
whose sake you have tried to compromise 
the name you bear ? Can you believe that 
the man who is villain enough to make 
love to another man's wife, is a man of 
honour? Oh I no! a thousand times no! 
If you could marry him to-morrow, you 
would repent the step in tears of blood the 
day after. 

" Forgive my thus writing to you. It is 
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my former cherished but lost affection for 
you, which prompts me to urge you to 
watch over the future, that you do not 
offend again. There may not be again a 
Madame M. to step between you and dis- 
grace, and shield your honour, and the end 
may be that you will win your freedom, 
hut over a pool of warm hlood. 

" Farewell. We shall meet soon, but no 
longer must you expect from me the sincere 
friendship once offered you by 

' " Sidney Lemboubn." 



She read to the end, and then, throwing 
the letter aside, she burst into tears. 

"Even he condemns me ! O God ! it is 
hard to bear, when I meant it all for his 
good! What can he mean by saying I 
want to be free to marry another?*' and, 
clasping her hands together, and falling on 
her knees, she murmured — " Thou knowest, 
O God, that the accusation is false, and 
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that ^ there has never been one wrong or 
unworthy thought in my heart towards 
himr 

Then, starting quickly to her feet, she 
exclaimed aloud, 

"But what can he mean? I love an- 
other — 1 ? That I want to be free again ? 
I can't — can't understand it. No one has 
made love to me as he insinuates — no one 
—that I " 

A knock at the door interrupted her. 
The lady's-maid entered with a message 
from his lordship that breakfast would be 
ready at half-past ten, and that it was now 
after half-past nine — 

" Shall I not prepare your ladyship's 

bath r 

An hour later, when Edwin met Elvira 
at breakfast, he thought her looking ilL 
Her pale cheeks and sunken eyes told him 
of a wakeftil night, and many restless hours ; 
but he saw, with quiet satisfaction, her 
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mood was gentle and submissive, and her 
manner, though cold and reserved, was as 
charming as usual. 

She did not talk much whilst she poured 
out his tea, but she quietly cut his paper 
and laid it before him, and buttered his 
toast, without his appearing to take any 
notice of the little unwonted attentions. 
Presently he said, 

"I wish you yourself to dismiss your 
courier, and all the servants you brought 
with you from the Continent. I think it 
best." 

" I will do so before lunch," she answered. 
^* Have you any other command V* 

*' I would like you to give up all corre- 
spondence that I as your husband may not 
see. I am sure you will agree that I am 
not asking too much." 

She coloured as she bowed her head in 
token of assent. 

"What hour have you ordered the 
VOL. n. 10 
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carriage?" she asked, after a few mo- 
ments. 

*' I have not yet given any orders. You 
can do that yourself, my lady, when tho 
man comes presently. But I must beg you 
will put a smile on your face, and not act 
in such a way that the world will be curioua 
about you or me. Hitherto you have acted 
selfishly ; now I entreat you to think of 
appearances, and let the world see you are 
happy.'* 

He spoke coldly, and with a proud, de- 
termined ring in his voice, which made hia 
young wife tremble and her heart feel very 
heavy. 




CHAPTER XVIII. 

|INCE Lord Casterton's marriage, 
he had entered very little into 
society, but had devoted himself 
almost entirely to parliamentary duties, 
and, when they were over, to travel, read- 
ing, and study. But after the night of the 
famous Madame M.*s appearance at the 
opera he changed his mode of life entirely. 
At every ball, garden-party, concert, or play 
he and his wife were to be seen. No gaiety 
went on that he did not attend, and he 
filled his own large rooms evening after 
evening with the attractions of dancings 
music, and other amusements. Soon the 
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world forgot to remember the scandal 
which had been whispered as to Lady Cas- 
terton's singing in public, in delight at 
speaking of the luxury and magnificence 
with which Lord Casterton surrounded his 
wife. 

And she always appeared everywhere 
with a smile on her lip and a charm of 
manner that won the sympathy of all those 
she came in contact with. No one ever 
saw a frown or a shadow on her forehead, 
and the world around her supposed her the 
happiest wife and luckiest woman of their 
•set. She played her part to perfection be- 
fore the world, to please him and to win 
l>ack the esteem she had lost. He had told 
her once that this was her only chance of 
forgiveness, and she did all in her power to 
obtain it at his hands. No one suspected 
iliat, in the quiet and privacy of her own 
room, she often spent hours of bitter misery, 
and that life to her was one long, protracted 
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struggle to obey the man and husband who 
had never yet given her one kmd, loving 
word, or a caress he could not have be- 
stowed on any of their numerous acquaint- 
ances. 

He was always amiable to her, but cold 
and reserved, very rarely pleasant or 
friendly. If occasionally a kind tone crept 
into his voice as he spoke, or a softer word 
fell from his lips, she knew from experience 
that for many subsequent days he would 
hold himself more aloof than usual, and be 
colder and more reserved, in order to 
punish her, she fancied, for his thoughtless 
mistake. 

In society there were three people she 
constantly met whom it pained her to be 
obliged to entertain. They were Martha 
Stangenskjold, Carl Brogren, and Sidney 
Lemboum. 

The latter grew silent and thoughtful 
every time chance brought him near her. 
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He would speak a few words of the merest 
politeness, and then draw back as soon as 
possible, never seeking to enter into con- 
versation with her, and always treating her 
with a distant reserve most opposite from 
his former friendly, familiar manner. The 
one among the ladies in whom he seemed 
most interested was Martha Stangenskjold. 
She had been in London about a year, stay- 
ing with an aunt, the Countess Growall, 
and mixing in the highest society. Night 
after night she met Elvira, who found it 
very diflBcult to be amiable towards her, 
knowing as she did that Edwin loved her, 
and that Sidney now seemed interested in 
her. It is true Edwin had given up follow- 
ing her about, and paying her marked at- 
tention, but Elvira could not help remarking 
that she was the only one who could win a 
smile from her husband, or bring the leaat 
glimmer of happiness into his grave, care- 
worn face. She noticed it with pain, and 
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it made the part she had to play dally and 
hourly more and more irksome. 

Her cheeks became whiter and thinner, 
and each morning when she rose she saw 
in the glass how sunken and dark her eyes 
were with crying during the night. But 
when she entered the breakfast-room, and 
met her husband, she masked her face with 
a smile, and buried her sorrow beneath a 
calm amiable manner. The load she car- 
ried as the burden of her heart, was never 
allowed to appear on her face except in her 
own room, and with her door locked. 

Carl Brogren was an attache of the 
Swedish Legation, consequently he mixed 
in her circle. He rarely spoke to her, 
but he followed her movements with an 
earnest, hopeless kind of expression in his 
eyes that did not fail to be noticed by 
Edwin. Wherever she went, if to theatre, 
ball or concert, there he always was, look- 
ing at her with his sad, melancholy eyes, 
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that gave others an apparent reason to 
imagine there must be some secret between 
them. She sought to avoid him, but it was 
useless. She looked at him haughtily, 
often scarcely acknowledging his greetings 
but all failed to make any impression on 
him. He continued his silent devotion, 
and seemed to delight in acting as her 
shadow at every available opportunity. 

She gave up dancing, purely to avoid 
dancing with him. As soon as he observed 
that she refiised every one, then he discon- 
tinued the amusement also. 

Sometimes her strength seemed giving 
way \mder these weary trials, and she felt 
it was impossible to continue smiling when 
her heart was so nearly breaking. She 
begged Edwin to allow her to remain at 
home, and partially to withdraw from sa 
much intercourse with the gay world, but 
he replied in a few curt words, that his. 
honour was dear to him, and for his sake 
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she must sacrifice herself, and go out with 
him everywhere. 

The season was drawing to a close, and 
very soon every one would be leaving town 

In the Swedish minister's drawing-rooms, 
there was a small gathering. 

Martha was sitting at a little table look- 
ing over some engravings. Sidney sat by 
her. Presently she turned over a Magda- 
lene. The face was beautiful in its sad-^ 
ness, and attracted Martha's attention far 
more especially than the other pictures. 

*'Look at this, Sir Sidney," she said,, 
handing him the engraving. "Who do 
you think it resembles ?" 

He took the picture from her hand and 
stooped over it, while his face grew grave 
as he answered — 

*' It is very like Lady Casterton, though 
here there is more sorrow and pain in the 
expression than is ever seen on our friend's, 
face." 
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" Then you have not noticed her face 
«ince her marriage if you say that. To me 
her face is very sad, and I can see the 
traces of the tears she sheds in secret. Be- 
hind that smile she wears a mask." 

" You are drawing on your imagination, 
then, Froken Stangenskjold," answered Sid- 
ney. "Lady Casterton looks contented, 
and I can see nothing of the tears you hint 
at.'' 

" Not ? Then just look at her now." 

He did as she bade him, and turned his 
eyes on Elvira, who was listening to an old 
gentleman at the moment talking to her 
as she sat beside him on the sofa. As he 
looked she raised her head and their eyes 
met. They looked so sad, that he turned 
his own away quickly. 

"Well, do you think she is happy?" 
asked Martha. 

" She looks ill," he replied. 

" Do you know what she is like ? I will 
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tell you. She is like a martyr, who ipust 
die with a smile on her lips to hide the 
secret which is consuming her/' 

" I really think you are allowing your 
fancy to run away with you, Lady Martha. 
I dare say she has a tooth-ache or a head- 
ache, and that makes her pale. You have 
a woman's true love of making a romance 
out of nothing." 

*^ Yes, you are right, her life is a ro- 
mance," said Martha, softly. 

" I allow there is something very romantic 
in her daring to attempt to keep her hus- 
band's aflfection when he is so constantly in 
the presence of such perfect beauty," he 
answered, with a smile of admiration as he 
glanced in her face. 

" You know as well as I do. Sir Sidney, 
that she does not care for her lord's aflfec- 
tion, and it is the misfortune of being 
obliged to be by his side, which is destroy- 
ing her slowly and surely." 
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"You are spiteful, Lady Martha, and 
you are deceiving yourself." 

" I am neither spiteful nor deceived. I 
pity her with all my heart, for to love a 
man and dare not receive or return it, is^ 
indeed, purgatory on earth." 

" That is true, but it is not so with Lady 
Casterton, for she loves her hvsband" said 
Sidney, decidedly. 

" And you say that to me !" exclaimed 
Martha. " You will not make me believe 
you really think it." 

" But I do ; I only speak my firm con- 
viction." 

*' I can hardly fancy it possible that yon 
do not know who it is possesses Elvira'a 
heart. You must, indeed, be blind, Sir 
Sidney, if you do not." 

"I think we had better say no more 
about it, Froken," replied Sidney, hastily ; 
" it only pains me that you should be will- 
ing to cast a shadow on the name of 
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a countrjrwoman. I have noticed and 
watched Lady Casterton narrowly, and I 
am as sure as I live that every pulse of her 
heart belongs to her husband. Besides, I 
think that if a woman allows herself, when 
married, to care for another, such conduct, 
is a disgrace. Now I would stake my 
honour that she loathes the man who leaves 
no stone unturned to put himself on some 
secret understanding with her." 

" You mean Herr Brogren. Every one 
who thinks about it at all knows that Elvira 
does not care for him, that is why she snubs 
him ; and because he knows he is not a 
fetvourite, he tries in every possible way to 
compromise her/' 

*' Any way I am glad you acknowledge 
-she does snub him." 

" Of course I do ; as also I acknowledge, 
"because I know *tis true, that she — loves — 
you." 

If there is anything on earth that is 
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demoniacal in .character, it is a woman's 
malice. 

Martha had had much experience with 
men, and she knew how helplessly weak 
they are the moment their self-love is 
touched. She guessed that her little stray 
shot would strike home, and work the pain 
and effects she hoped. 

And she rose up after that last word to 
leave it to work her will — when Lord Cas- 
terton stood beside her. 

She knew he must have heard the last 
part of their conversation, and she pre- 
tended not to see the furrow which had 
gathered in his forehead, or the questioning 
look which glared from his eyes. 

" Do you know what your friend and I 
have been discussing, my lord ?" she asked, 
gaily, as she reseated herself. 

" How can I guess it ? Your eyes are 
bright as diamonds, but they tell nothing 
in that way," he answered. 
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" We were talking of your wife." 

Sidney stooped his head lower over the 
engravings on the table. 

" If so, then I suppose I may know what 
the discussion was specially about V 

" Of course. I said that Elvira looks 
pale and worn since she has been in Lon- 
don. Look at her now, and tell me if I 
am not right T 

Edwin turned his eyes on his wife. 

Martha went on — 

*' I also said that the English air seemed 
to disagree with her." 

" And what did Lembourn think ?" said 
Edwin, still regarding Elvira. 

"He did not notice she was pale, de- 
clared it was impossible she was suffering, 
and felt himself quite offended that I had 
dared assert the English air could be un- 
healthy." 

And as she spoke Martha looked at Sid- 
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ney, who put down the engraviDgs, and 
moved from his seat. 

" I, for my part," she continued, *' intend 

B^lmost directly returning to Sweden to 
breathe a little fresh pure air, and get rid 
of your never-ending fogs. Well, my lord, 
which of us is right, I or Sir Sidney? 
Does Lady Casterton look ill, or is it only 
fancy V 

*' I really think you are right. She is 
terribly pale from some cause — ^perhaps the 
heat of the room — or she is tired." 

" Ah, my lord, that is not very flattering 
to her ; you don't seem to have noticed her. 
I have thought for a very long time how 
ill she is looking. But how thoughtless/' 
«he continued. "Look, Lord Casterton, 
■she is going to sing. You ought really to 
put your authority against it, she will faint 
if she does/' 

" She knows best what she can do/' he 
answered, wearily. 
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But a few minutes after, when a voice 
rose rich and clear, filling the rooms with 
its sweet melody, he started from his indif- 
ferent position and walked across to the 
door of the music cabinet and stood listen- 
ing eagerly. It was one of Heine's bal- 
lads, the music and words were simple, but 
they were sung from the heart and with an 
expression of feeling that seemed to touch 
and charm all who heard. 

" Sing one more — just one more," pleaded 
many voices as she ceased. And she com-- 
plied. Choosing this time one of Moore's 
Melodies, the " Stranded Boat," she played 
the air softly to herself first, and then 
began to sing the words. Her slight 
foreign accent, the sweet richness of her 
voice, and the exquisite pathos of the ex- 
pression, all combined to render the song 
perfect. As she rose from the piano when 
she had finished, there was a murmur of 
admiration at her talent, and several out-- 
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spoken regrets, that she so rarely let her 
voice be heard. 

" Take my arm," said Sir Sidney. " What 
a dehcious treat you have given me. I 
had no idea you could sing like that. But 
you look pale and exhausted," and he led 
her away to a cool room and put her on 
the sofa. "You are making your friends 
anxious about you," he added ; " you are 
so white and Ain." 

" My friends !" she said, with a bitter 
smile ; " I think there is not one who gives 
nae a thought behind my bacL" 

" They are more than you think for, 
liady Casterton." 

" Then please teU them that I am quite 
well, and they need not be anxious about 
my paleness." 

" I will get you an ice," said Sidney. 
"And some wine — you are exhausted." 
And he left her to fetch it. 

When Edwin left Martha to listen to 
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his wife's song, she sat still till the first 
one had been sung. Then as the sweet 
notes of Moore's faniiliar melody fell on 
her ear, she also rose to go nearer the 
piano. 

But some one touched her arm, and said 
in her mother tongue — 

" Do not go nearer ; you will hear better 
where you are." 

She turned, and there stood Capt. Strom. 
They both waited to hear the last note of 
the song, and then, as the voice died away, 

her companion said — 

" Dear lady, be amiable, and give me a 
few moments' grace, and talk to me a little, 
instead of listening to that duet which is 
going to be sung." 

As he fixed his eyes on her, their eyes 
met, and she saw an expression of com- 
mand in his &uce which she did not care to 
defy. 

"I think I have heard these two sing 

11—2 
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that duet before, and if I do not hear it 
now, I shall not break my heart,** she an- 
swered, lightlj, " Bat take care, captain ! 
if you do not make your t6te-ii-t^te very 
agreeable, you will be in disgrace with me 
for ever." 

" And so forfeit the permission to pamt 
your lovely face," he replied, with a smile. 

** Permission to paint me you will never 
have. I have already told you that I 
shall never sit for such a purpose to you. 
Therefore, I beg you will not speak to me 
of things that can never come to pass." 

"You are wrong to say that. If you 
speak so, you may drive me to put your 
beautiful features on my canvas; and, 
perhaps, too, you may provoke me to- 
oblige you to become my wife." 

" What nonsense is that ?" exclaimed 
Martha, laughing, and showing her pearl- 
white teeth. 

" No nonsense at all, but the simple 
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suggestion — a fact," he replied, bowing to 
lier. 

*' If you were not such a very original 
individual, I should be vexed at your mode 
of expression." 

" But you will not be — neither will you 
refuse me a sitting if I really beg for one." 

'* Yes, I shall" 

" Well ! will you be my wife instead ?" 

" Captain Strom !" said Martha, with an 
^ngry flush on her face. 

" I know your objection, and all you will 
43ay," he replied, ignoring the flush on her 
cheek and the flash of her eyes. " You do 
not love me, but you do love Lord Cas- 
terton." 

" I think, sir, you intend insulting me," 
she answered, as she half rose from her 
chair. 

"Now I beg you, young lady, to hear 
me patiently. You are aware that I am 
an uncivilized savage from Algiers^ having 
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lived one half my life in the camp, and the 
other half in my atelier. And you must 
have seen that I am frank and plain-spoken, 
and therefore you need not be annoyed 
with me now/' 

** But frankness has its limits, and you 
have overstepped the boundary, and " 

" Entered on truth's territory," broke in 
the captain, smiling. "But that. is what I 
must do if you and I are to understand one 
another." 

" I see no necessity for it." 

"But I do. With your knowledge of 
the world, you must have known that I 
had some special motive for wishing to be 
introduced to you." 

" The painter's desire for a model," she 
said, with a curl of her lip. " I knew that 
from the beginning, and that was why I 
made up my mind not to let you paint 



me." 



■\ 



"My dear young lady, if it had only 
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been from a desire to put on canvas a 
beautiful face, there is another that inter- 
ests my artist's eye even more than yours, 
and that one is Lady Casterton's. You 
are more perfectly beautiful than she is, it 
is true ; but her countenance is far more 
charming and captivating than yours. She 
will be splendid for one of the figures in 
my battle-piece I am working at now. 
Her face, in the girl kneeling by the dying 
soldier, will make the poetry of my pic- 
ture.' 

** Then why not ask her ? She will be 
much more amiable than I am, I have not 
a doubt," said Martha, in a tone which 
showed she liked not his praise of Elvira. 

" Because hitherto I have only thought 
of you. I know I can have a free sitting 
from you whenever I choose ; but from her 
— never. And did you not sometimes 
think that I sought for an introduction 
that I might learn to know you — not as a 
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simple model — but as a woman who inter- 
ested me V 

" No, I did not ; but why T 

'^That I might win your £tvour, and 
link your hie to mine." 

'^ But I tell you such language is an 
open insult^ captain, and I will no^ listen 
to it" 

" And why not ?" 

*' Because it is insulting." 

" And is it insulting for Lord Casterton 
to lay his heart at your feet, although he 
is a married man ? Is it insulting for all 
these men about you to tell you of your 
beauty, and to feast their eyes on your 
lovely face till they are nearly wild with 
the fascination of its charm ? If it is not 
insulting from them, neither is it &om me. 
Ah ! yes, Maitha, I know your heart, and 
all the hate, and maHce, and intrigue to be 
found there. I know more than you think 
for, for I know all you have done and said 
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to win Lord Casterton from his wife. I 
know, too, who is in your confidence and 
pay, and I intend to tear off that mask of 
yours, and show this proud Englishman 
the cause of your hatred to his wife, and 
your passion for himself. I could even go 
farther back if I chose, and prove how you 
,gambled your poor old father's fortune half 
away, and in consequence he dare not 
brave Skoggord, and " 

Martha turned ashy pale. All her proud 
bearing left her as he spoke, and she looked 
at him beseechingly as he went on piti- 
lessly. 

" I can do all this, and more, to disgrace 
you if I like ; but I will not, as I am in- 
terested in your b^utiful self. The mo- 
ment fate brought us together that night 
at the opera, I made up my mind this 
intrigue should stop at once, and that you 
and I should be united in one indissoluble 
bond. You shrink, young lady, at that 
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thought ; but you may be sure that I shall 
hesitate at nothmg till you have given me 
your hand at the altar." 

I will die first !" she said, with a gasp. 

Not you, Martha. You have not a 
character strong enough. You are not 
made of the firm stuff for such heroic ac- 
tions. You have great faults, but no deep 
feelings, and no strong virtues, and if you 
married Lord Casterton to-day, to-morrow 
you would cease to care for him. If you 
had succeeded in separating him firom his 
wife, your very faults would have been his 
victory, for the moment you had torn her 
name from Lady Casterton, he would have 
ceased to adore you, simply because he 
would then see you In your true light, 
without any depth of feeling. To win him? 
and keep Elvira from his affection, you 
have offered money and sacrificed truth ; 
and now to force Elvira to sue for a divorce^ 
you are throwing away the rest of your 
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fortune. But do what you will, he will 
never separate from his wife — never offer 
you his hand and name. The fascination 
you have hitherto exercised over him is 
broken. He has for some time ceased to 
worship you. You are a lovely and very 
dangerous woman, Martha, but you are not 
the troman to keep the hearts you win, for 
you do not imderstand that art. And 
now," he continued, after a moment's 
pause, as he watched her shrunken figure 
and drawn pale face ; " and now that I 
have told you all this, I merely add that 
I shall follow you everywhere, know all 
your actions, read all your thoughts, ex- 
pose all your secrets, till you have no other 
way to turn but to follow my will, and be 
my wife, to escape the danger which will 
overtake you. Come, take my arm, and 
let us go into the fresh air a little by that 
open window over there. The remem- 
brance of Skoggord has taken the colour 
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from your cheeks, and the air will bring it 
back, and you can hear the music there, 
and perhaps that will bring the light into 
your eyes again. Come !'* 

She rose up and followed him, but with- 
out taking his arm, and with a strong 
effort summoned a painful forced smile to 
play around her still white lips. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

IGHT had wrapt the earth in 
darkness, and the angel of 
|jipg^jMfc:j| gjggp ha^ spread his wings 

over all his children, bringing rest to 

the weary, sweet dreams to the sorrowful, 

and peace and quiet from work and toil 

to all. 

But there were a few in the greatest 

city of the world who could not lie quiets 

and rest under the outspreading wings, 
and one of these was Martha. 

She had returned from the soiree, changed 
her evening dress for an elegant white peig- 
noir, and dismissing her maid, had sat down 
to write. It was a long letter to her father^ 
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the count. She had written several pages, 
the last of which we will take the liberty 
of peeping at as she unites : — 

** This Capt. Strom I have told you so 
much about, begins to worry me. To-night 
he dared to teU me he wishes me to many 
him. I would laugh at him, but he seems 
a dangerous man, and I fear him, for he 
has told me not only my inmost thoughts 
^nd purposes, but he knows all our secrets, 
and I am convinced there is some mystery 
about him. He, has wounded me deeply, 
but I fear him, and tremble when he speaks. 
And yet I am sure he h^ done something 
which has driven him from his country, or 
that he is a slave to some secret passion. 
To find out his history is my only safety, 
and that I leave for you to do, as I have 
told you all I know about him. I would 
rejoice in making his dark eyes droop and 
lose their bold defiant stare. I am afraid 
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of him, and there is the truth, and I shall 
be glad to be quits with him. 

" It is my intention to return to you in 
a few weeks. I have told Casterton that 
I mean to go back to Sweden, and we shall 
now see if the power I have over the great 
statesman is as great as the world gives me 
credit for. If he also goes to Sweden, then 
he truly loves 

" Your daughter, 

" Martha." 






CHAPTER XX. 

TRETCHED on a KtiJe sofe in her 
boudoir, lay Elvira tiie morning 
after the soiree. 

She was paler than on the evening be- 
fore, and her face, without its masking 
smile, looked worn and sorrowful, and full 
of pain. 

She had just read a letter she held in 
her hand, which, from its crumpled ap- 
pearance, had evidently been perused often 
before. 

At the edge of her closed eyeUds a tear 
hung, and a slight trembling about the 
mouth showed that the contents of the let- 

r had agitated her. 
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The tear was still on her cheek when 
the door opened, and Lord Casterton walked 
in. 

Not once since she had been under his 
roof had he paid her a visit in her private 
apartments, and now as he entered for the 
first time, she sprang up surprised and 
frightened, and with an anxious question- 
ing look on her face. 

" Lie stiU, Elvira," he said kindly. '' Do 
not disturb yourself ; sit back again," and 
he gently forced her to resume her former 
position. 

Taking a chair and sitting by her, he 
added : 

"I have come to enquire about your 
healtL" 

She started as the friendly, kind words 
fell on her ear. They were the first he had 
uttered since she had been in London with 
him. 

" Your looks make me anxious," he went _ 
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on, taking her hand, " I am afraid this con- 
stant night work has been too much for you, 
and I should be sorry if for my sake you 
became ill." 

" Oh ! my lord," she stammered, " you 
need not fear, it is not too much for me. I 
am pale because — ^because my heart in 
heavy and — and — *' She could not go on. 

"You are unhappy," he added for her. 
He dropped her hand, and his face resumed 
its usual hard, cold expression. 

" I am indeed unhappy," she whispered, 
hardly able to keep her agitation down, 
'* but it is my own fault. It is so very 
bitter to weep over one's own feelings, 
and—" 

She stopped, afraid of saying too much, 
and fearful of offending him. " If he would 
only say one word, and speak again in that 
friendly tone I would tell him everything -^ 
and how my heart longs for his love," she 
thought aa she looked at him^ and saw his 
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hard grave eyes staring straight before him. 
Why did he put her hand down and so 
suddenly assume that severe expression, 
just as she wanted him to be tender and 
kind to her ? 

Presently Edwin broke the pause : 
'•' I have been thinking, Elvira, that we 
will go to Timasjo for the autumn. Your 
native air will do you good ; what do you 
say to the plan ?" 

"More than words can express. How 
can I thank you for the kindly thought 
which gives me so much pleasure, my^ 

lord r ^ 

She put her hand shyly on his as she^ 
spoke. 

Taking it into both his own, he said, as a. 

flush. passed over his brow : 

" If it is a pleasure to you, then I am 
glad, and you may repay me by dropping 
that ' my lord.' I would like to hear you: 
■say my name." 

12—2 
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" Thank you, Edwin !" she whispered, as 
he kissed the little hand which trembled so 
sadly in his own« 

**Kiss me, Edwin, kiss me once/' she 
said, blushing at her own boldness, and 
looking at him with a strange yearning for 
4i little of his love in her &ce. 

He rose to stoop over her and a smile 
orept into his eyes. As he did so he picked 
up a letter lying at his feet, and catching 
sight of the writing, his brow clouded, and 
he gave it her. saying in his old harsh 
tone : 

" It is yours, I see, and you must have 
been reading it when I disturbed you. Now 
I have asked how you are, I will not stay 
4uiy longer. Are you going to the opera 
to-night ?" he asked suddenly, as he watched 
the hot colour flit over her face when she 
took the letter from his hand and laid it on 
the table. 

"That depends entirely on you," she 
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answered. " If you wish it of course I shall 

"My wishes in this case are that you 

do as you like, and till we go to Sweden 

» 

you had better rest as much as you can, you 
shall not sacrifice yourself for me now, 
more than I can avoid." 

She looked earnestly at him to try and 
discover his real wishes in the case, and 
which would give him greatest pleasure. 

" I shall go to the opera," she said, partly 
convinced that that was the decision that 
would please him best. 

" If so, you must have Mrs. Brow for a 
companion, to-night, for I shall not be able 
to go myself I am sorry not to accompany 
you, but I cannot help it." 

And without another word he left the 
room. As soon as the door was shut she 
longed to call him back, but did not dare. 
She was happier, however, in reality than 
before he came to see her. He was be- 
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ginning to take an interest in her> and 
asked her to call Lim '* Edwin/' and leave 
off the formal " my lord/' and he had pro- 
posed for her sake going to Timasjo for the 
autumn months. She wished she had been 
able to sum up sufficient courage to tell 
him all that was in her heart; why she 
could not, she did not know. It seemed 
almost' as if some instinct had kept her 
silent, even at the moment when the words 
trembled on her lips. 

At the same hour that Edwun entered 
his wife's boudoir, Armida put on her hat 
and took a stroll in* the park. She had 
not gone very far when she met Carl 
Brogren. 

" I have done my best for you, Carl/' she 
greeted him with, "but I am afraid you 
will say that best is not enough." 

'' Tell me, is there any chance for me ?'' 
he asked as he walked by her side. 

" I can hardly say yet, you shall judge> 
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for yourself when you have heard what I 
have to tell you now/' 

" But what is it ?*' he asked impatiently 
as she hesitated, ''you whispered to me 
last night as you left the music room to 
meet you here this morning, and here I am, 
and you are hesitating — " 

"No I am not, Carl, but it will pain you 
to hear I know." 

And she looked up at him shyly and 
with pity softening her eyes. 

" What is it ?" he asked again. 

"I am afraid you have made a grand 
mistake, and that Sir Sidney Lembourn 
not only loves his friend's wife, but what is 
lYorse — Oh ! Carl, I am so sorry to say it ; 
«he loves him 1" 

" Curse him !" he muttered between his 
teeth. I will not believe it, Armida !" 

" But you micsty for it is true. I know 
it is. Poor Carl," she added tenderly, "No 
one knows your worth but myself." 
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He took no notice of her last remark^ 
but with clenched teeth, he said again : 

" I do 7iot believe it, she is cold to me,, 
and always — " 

"Insulting I think," she interrupted. 
"But she has given her heart to that 
Sidney. All the world knows what an 
honourable man he is, and how he has- 
tried to patch up a friendship between Elvira 
and her husband. But now he knows that 
she cares for himself and returns his 
affection, he will not be quite so difficult to 
manage perhaps." 

" But how does he know it ? Did he ask 
her to — to — " 

" Love him ; not he. It was Martha 
told him last night. And you should have 
seen his fetce, Carl ; for one moment it was^ 
radiant with joy, and afterwards he said 
nothing. But I saw him go to Elvira and 
talk to her, and she looked happier than I 
have seen her look for months." 
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'* Martha told him ! Armida ; how tame 
she to know it ?' 

"That I camiot say, but she told him 
Elvira was ill from a concealed, hidden 
sorrow, that it was love for some one, not 
her husband, and then he said, ^ I have 
heard a whisper that she cares for her child- 
hood's firiend, but I do not believe she can 
love such a fool as Brogi'en/ And Martha 
smiled, and said, ^ It is not him she cares 
for, it is you/ " 

" He called me a fool, did he ! He shall 
answer for that," he replied with pale lips. 

" But Carl, don*t for my sake make a 
fuss. I ought not to have told you, but — 
but it slipped out and I did not mean it. 
AU we have worked for is lost now ; 
the divorce will take place, but neither 
you nor I will profit by it. For if 
Edwin Casterton finds out his wife cares 
for his friend, he will soon free him- 
self from her to marry Martha, and then 
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she will have Sidney Lembourn, and you 
will lose her money as you lost Martha's, 
and I shall be without a home again." 

He did not answer, but walked on with 
his head bowed and his lips tightly pressed 
together. 

" What are you thinking of Carl ?*' she 
asked after a long pause. 

" Many things," he replied, as if waking 
from a dream. " So she loves him ; and he 
calls me a fool, and Martha scorns me. 
Well ! Cui-se him ! I say, he shall answer 
to me for that, and I will — " 

" Pay him back his insolence, Carl, and 
remember you have a friend, a friend who 
cares for you, who has your interest at 
heart, and will do anything to see you 
happy. For your sake I have done all I 
<;ould to keep the breach open between 
Edwin and Elvira. I have made myself 
necessary to her. Oh ! Carl, be careful 
what you do ; but you must not let Mr. 



Elvira, Lady Casterton. 187 



Lemboum call you a fool and not ask him 
what he means^ several heard him say 

itr-" 

"I must go now, Annida," lie said 
suddenly, and before she had time .to utter 
a word of surprise, he had lifted his hat and 
walked quickly away. 





CHAPTER XXI. 

N the uftemoon of the same day 
EMni begged Armida to ac- 
company her in a drive. 

Amongst other items of news Armida 
said to her companion, 

''Martha intends spending the autumn 
in Sweden. She saya a visit home wdll 
restore the colour to her cheeks. She 
declared last night to several people that 
the Englisli air is not good for the com- 
plexion." 

The words were carelessly uttered, but 
they stung Elvira to the quick. 

This then was the reason of her husband's 
sudden interest in her health, and hia 
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kindly expressed wish for her to visit 
Timasjo. And she had received it as an 
indication that he was beginning to care 
for her, and the few kind words had tempted 
her to throw herself on his breast and 
tell .him all the long pent-up feelings 
of her heart. Anger and resentment 
was all she felt towards him, now that he 
pretended to be kind to her only to obtain 
a pretext for following Martha to her 
home. 

"Have you noticed Captain Strom's 
attention to Martha ?" asked Armida, find- 
ing she had no answer to her last remark. 
" It is as marked as Sir Sidney's. She 
wins every man she comes near," she added, 
as she watched Elvira's pale face. 

" He is a very talented man, I believe," 
she repKed absently. 

" He is considered a great artist, I know ; 
but last night it was discussed if he had 
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real talent, or only great imitative power 
and perseverance." 

" It must have been jealousy prompted 
his talent/' said Elvira. 

" I think not," replied Armida, smiling. 

" It was your husband denied his native 
genius." 

" But he has not been to see the Captain's 
last work, ' The Battle Field.' " 

"Very possibly." She was silent for a 
while, then she said— 

" Martha will get talked about if she 
does not take care. She was sitting 
with the Captain alone in the alcove lead- 
ing off the music-room for an hour last 
night." 

" I did not notice her." 

" Didn't you ? Look Elvira, there is Sir 
Sidney and Lord Derry. What a very 
handsome man Lemboum is on horseback, 
he rides splendidly.'' 
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The gentlemen rode forward, and saluting 
the ladies, entered into conversation for a 
few moments. 

Presently, up came Carl Brogren with 
the Secretary of the Swedish Legation. 
He could not get near enough to speak to 
Elvira, as the Englishman's horse was in 
his way. 

Since his conversation with Armida in 

« 

the morning, he had determined to put an 
end to Elvira's cool distant manner, and to 
force her to notice and acknowledge him 
before the world as her childhood's chief 
firiend. 

He hated Sidney Lembourn with a bitter 
hatred, and now as he saw him talking to 
her, and preventing him from approaching 
her, he thought to himself, "He and I 
must have a reckoning, and I shall punish 
him for his impudence, in calling me a fool. 
One thing I swear, and that is, he shall 
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never enjoy what is denied me. Curse 
him!" 

And giving the spur to his horse, he 
bowed haughtily to Elvira, and rode on. 







CHAPTER XXIT. 

|HAT evening Elvira, with Armidet 
as her only companion, went to 
the opera. 

It was the same piece as the one she in- 
tended acting in, when she was peremptorily 
forbidden at the last moment, by Lord 
Casterton. 

She had no sooner taken her place than 
the door opened, and in walked Sir Sidney 
Lemboum ; and at the same moment, in a 
box on the opposite side of the house, Carl 
Brogren took his seat, and began looking at 
Elvira with his glass. 

r 

Sidney shook hands with the two occu-^ 
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He took no notice of her last remark^ 
but with clenched teeth, he said again : 

" I do not believe it, she is cold to me,, 
and always — " 

"Insulting I think," she interrupted. 
"But she has given her heart to that 
Sidney. All the world knows what an 
honourable man he is, and how he has- 
tried to patch up a friendship between Elvira 
and her husband. But now he knows that 
she cares for himself and returns his 
affection, he will not be quite so difficult to 
manage perhaps." 

" But how does he know it ? Did he ask 
her to — to — " 

" Love him ; not he. It was Martha 
told him last night. And you should have 
seen his face, Carl ; for one moment it waa 
radiant with joy, and afterwards he said 
nothing. But I saw him go to Elvira and 
talk to her, and she looked happier than I 
have seen her look for months." 
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" Martha told him ! Armida ; how tame 
she to know it T 

"That I cannot say, but she told him 
Elvira was ill from a concealed, hidden 
sorrow, that it was love for some one, not 
her husband, and then he said, *I have 
heard a whisper that she cares for her child- 
hood's friend, but I do not believe she can 
love such a fool as Brogren/ And Martha 
smiled, and said, * It is not him she cares 
for, it is you.' " 

" He called me a fool, did he ! He shall 
answer for that," he replied with pale lips. 

" But Carl, don't for my sake make a 
fuss. I ought not to have told you, but — 
but it slipped out and I did not mean it. 
All we have worked for is lost now ; 
the divorce will take place, but neither 
you nor I will profit by it. For if 
Edwin Casterton finds out his wife cares 
for his friend, he will soon free him- 
self from her to marry Martha, and then 
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your actions. And I wished to give you a 
little advice." 

" Sir Sidney," said Armida, suddenly 
interrapting him before* he could finish hia 
sentence, "will you tell me what is the 
meaning of this English sentence : I cannot 
make it out at all — your language is so very 
idiomatic." 

Politeness obliged him to explain to her 
the idiom which puzzled her, and she 
managed to keep him in conversation till 
the act was over, and then there was no more 
opportunity for continuing his interrupted 
remark to Elvira. 

During the second act Martha entered 
the Swedish ministers* box. For a few 
moments she looked long and earnestly 
through her glass at Elvira and Sidney^ 
then rose, and going to the door of the cage^ 
said something to a servant waiting there. 

Her words of the evening before were 
etill throbbing in Sidney's brain, and when 
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Lembourn call you a fool and not ask him 
what he means, several heard him say 
it — 

" I must go now, Annida/' lie said 
suddenly, and before she had time ,to utter 
a word of surprise, he had lifted his hat and 
walked quickly away. 
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and I conclude, you are no exception, but 
accept bis bomage as willingly as it is 
given." 

" Come, Casterton, tbat is presuming too- 
mucb for your wife,'* said Sidney, laugbing. 
" You know my only claim to ber ladysbip's- 
grace is tbe fact of my being your oldest 
friend." 

Tbe young nobleman only smiled in re-^ 
ply, and asked after Mrs. Brow, and tben 
be said again to bis wife, 

"Tbat fellow overtbere does notbingbut 
worsbip at your sbrine, Elvira. Wbat is- 
tbe use of coming to tbe opera if be never 
gives one look at tbe stage? I wonder 
Madame M. is not jealous of you. Sbe 
naturally expects to reign bere ; but I am 
afraid sbe bas to be content witb only balf 
bonours to-nigbt." 

She did not reply. Sbe felt too anxious. 
Tbe words on ber busband's lips were ligbt 
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kindly expressed wish for her to visit 
Timasjo. And she had received it as an 
indication that he was beginning to care 
for her, and the few kind words had tempted 
her to throw herself on his breast and 
tell .him all the long pent-up feelings 
of her heart. Anger and resentment 
was all she felt towards him, now that he 
pretended to be kind to her only to obtain 
a pretext for following Martha to her 
home. 

"Have you noticed Captain Strom's 
attention to Martha ?" asked Armida, find- 
ing she had no answer to her last remark. 
^* It is as marked as Sir Sidney's. She 
wins every man she comes near," she added, 
as she watched Elvira's pale face. 

" He is a very talented man, I believe," 
she replied absently. 

" He is considered a great artist, I know ; 
but last night it was discussed if he had 
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there, Sir Sidney. What a lovely, very 
lovely face, who is she ?" interrupted Ar- 
mida, turning to him. 

And as he answered several of Lord 
Casterton s relatives entered the box, and 
all further speech with Elvira was out of 

the question. 

At last the piece was over, and Elvira 
took Sidney's arm to walk to her carriage. 

In the corridor the crowd was so great 
they had to stand still a little and wait. 

At that moment one of a knot of young 
men passing in front of them pressed close 
to Elvira, and in a whisper loud enough 
for Sidney to hear, said : 

" Good evening, Elvira. What are you 
doing with that English fool by your 
side r 

And without waiting for a reply he 
followed his companions laughing. 

She turned crimson with anger, and in- 

Toluntarily looked at Sidney who had 




Elvira, Lady Carterton. 201 

started at the insult to the lady in his care, 
^nd was following him with his eyes in a 
flame of passion. 

They passed to the carriage ; a servant 
stood at the door. Sidney had put Elvira 
in her seat, and was just giving his hand 
to Armida when a gentleman pushed by so 
roughly that Armida was nearly knocked 
down. 

" Take care what you are doing," ex- 
claimed Sidney as he seized the arm of the 
intruder, but in an instant he received a 
blow on the face which sent his hat into 
the road, and a voice hissed in his ear,' 

" Take that for a man without honour 
who is loved by his friend s wife." 

The servant picked up Sidney's hat and 
handed it to him. As he put it on he 
said coolly, 

" I am at your service, Mr. Brogren/' 

And he helped Armida without another 
word into the carriage. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

HE next morning Lord Gasterton? 
as they met at breakfast, said 
to his wife, 

" I have just heard that a disagreeable 
scene took place last night as you left the 
opera. Can you tell me, Elvira, if it i& 
true. They speak of a blow between Lem- 
bourn and a Swede, was it so ?" 

Very unwillingly Elvira related the in- 
sult offered to herself by Carl Brogren, and 
how a few minutes after he pushed up 
against Armida so as nearly to throw her 
down, and that Sidney's hat was knocked 
off in the scuffle. 

She did not hear the words which passed 
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between them, so could not say what they 
were. 

Edwin listened impatiently till she had 
finished. 

^' It's a very great pity, Elvira, you did 
not dissuade Herr Brogren from joining 
the legation. By bringing him here you 
have unfortunately to thank yourself if thia 
turns out to be a serious afiair with him 
and Lembourn, for Sidney is not a fellow 
to bear an insult calmly." 

" I don't understand what you mean," 
she replied, looking at her husband with a 
bewildered and frightened expression. " I 
didn't bring him here, or wish him to 
accept any post at the legation." 

" My words are not so very difficult ta 
be imderstood," he answered meaningly. 
" Tou will be sorry later that you allowed 
him to come at all, and that " 

" My lord," said a servant at the door, 
" Sir Sidney Lembourn's man is here, and 
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begs you will go at once to his master who 
is wounded " 

Edwin vanished before the words were 
finished. 

" Sidney wounded T* murmured Elvira, 
•clasping her hands on her bosom. " That 
sounds as if he had been— oh, not fightmg 
— I hope — I hope." 

The hours were painfiil and fearfully long 
which elapsed ere Edwin's return. She sat 
at the window and gazed anxiously out in 
order to see him the moment he returned. 
Uncertainty is always painfiil, but when to 
it are added fearful doubts and anxious 
forebodings,, it becomes an agony almost 
impossible to bear patiently. 

At last, just as it was getting dusk, she 
saw her husband's stately figure. He was 
-walking slowly and with hesitating steps. 

There was something in his bearing 
which made her heart sink. She was sure 
he had the worst news. 



% 
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He rang the bell. She sprang up and 
flew swiftly out of the door and over the 
stairs, and as he entered the dining-room 
she followed him and hasteninfj to his side 
she seized his hand, exclaiming under her 
breath, 

" For heaven's sake, Edwin, tell me, how 

is he r 

He looked at her agitated face and an- 
swered slowly, 

" Sidney Lemboum is dead." 

She said not a word. For a second or 
two she stared at him wildly, and then un- 
clasping her hands from his arm she fell 
lifeless at his feet. 

" What surer proof do I want that she 
loved him than this,'* he muttered to him- 
self bitterly as he gently took her up and 
carried her upstairs to her own room. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

IDSUMMER had spread her beau- 
tiful green mantle over field and 
dale, and meadow and pathway, 
and the sun was shining hot and brilliant, 
and the flowers were blooming and the 
corn waving in the fragrant air, all proving 
that if the winter of the north is hard and 
long, the summer at least is waim and sofb 
and delicious as any Italian could dream 
of. 

The country around Timasjo was glorious 
in its summer dress, and rich in the 
beauty of its flowers and fruits when Lord 
Casterton and his young wife returned to 
the chateau to spend a few months in their 
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northern home. They were still cold and 
reserved with each other, but if anything 
a degree more warmth and friendliness had 
crept into Edwin's manner of addressing 
his wife. 

One lovely morning towards the end of 
August, Edwin proposed a ride on horse- 
back. Elvira smiled with pleasure, and 
touched his hand with a caressing gesture 
as she rose and said she would order the 
horses herself as she went to gather some 
flowers. 

An hour after as he helped her mount 
he asked her : 

" Which is your favourite place ?" 

"Each and all are lovely round here," 
she answered, patting her horse's neck. 

"But surely you have some favourite 
spot, some place that you loved when a 
child more than aU others ?" 

" Not one," she said sadly. " All my 
recollections of childhood, every association 
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with Tima<^d in those early jeais are 
fraught with a pain I cannot bear even 
now to think of. They only remind me 
of the pride and ambition which have 
embittered my life." 

** The pride and ambition which tempted 
you to your marriage ? They are sad 
thoughts to carry through life, but you 
ought to forget that now, and try and 
make the best of your fate. Miseries over 
which we have no control, Elvira, are always 
worse when brooded over. It is far bettCT 
to be resigned and passive regarding item, 
and if possible encourage flowers and joya 
to grow over their graves and bury them 
out of sight." 

''But to do that one must have hope 
and courage," she replied ; " suppose both 
these &il, what then V* 

He turned his head and gazed earnestly 
at his pale young wife as he answered 

m 

thoughtfully, 
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" If hope goeS; then there is nothing left 
but death/' 

A shadow passed over her face as with 
a bitter smile she said, 

" But death is so long in coining." 

"You are right, those die who would 
rather live, and others live who would 
give anything for rest and peace in the 
grave/' 

" It would be a blessing to cease to 
live," she answered, looking straight before 
her. " Life is a weary affair, and one 
constant longing for what we cannot 
get, and regret that in the past we did 
not choose some other path that might 
have led to happiness, only we preferred 
the one that seemed at the moment the 
most charming/' 

" Certainly," said Edwin, " it is of no 
use to regret. It is better to accept our 
fate and " 
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" Don't let us discuss such a distressing^ 
subject any longer/' she replied, interrupt- 
ing him. " Let us choose our road. There 
are three to decide upon." 

" Or rather four," said Edwin. *' One 
in front, one turning to the right, another 
to the left, and the fourth turning back. 
'* Do you wish to return home T 

" By no means ; forward is my cry." 

And she gave her horse a touch with the 
whip and rode on. 

" You have chosen the way I like best," 
he said after a moment, coming to her 
side. 

" It was not difficult to guess your taa[te 
in this case," she answered. 

"I don't flatter myself you took the 
trouble to guess my^ wishes, but rather, 
you followed your own heart's desire." 
' She was sUent, giving no answer by look 
or word to his remark. 

"Shall we ride to Altorp?" he asked 
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after a pause^ adding carelessly, " I heard 
yesterday Altorp is for sale." 

She started so violently that her horse- 
grew restive and obliged Edwin to tak& 
hold of the reins. When he was quiet she 
asked, 

*^ Is it really to be sold V 

" Well, I heard it was, and if the report 
is true I was thinking of buying it." 

" You ? What, buy Altorp ?" 

" Yes. I think it will be a pretty kind 
of dower house to Timasjo. What do you 
say about it ?" 

"It is certainly a pretty place," she 
replied absently. 

" For it you must surely have a great 
affection." 

" Why should I V 

" I neither can nor will answer such a. 
question/* 

She reined in her horse for a few mo- 
ments and gazed over the sea which lay 

14—2 
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before them. Her face waa sad, and she 
thought with a shudder that made her 
look pale and weary of the many sorrowful 
hours she had spent there the year before 
her maiTiogOi and of the grief Carl and 
Martha had caused her. The tears rose 
in hoY oyos as she remembered that the 
only friend she had ever cared for was now 
dead, imd tlmt, too, through her unconscious 
fault And as tlieso remembrances came 
crowding in upon her mind she turned 
away with a sigh, and began slowly walk- 
ing hor hoi^so homewards. 

** Shall wo ride down and see the place ?" 
he asked again. 

*' If you have no objection I would much 
rather not," she answered quickly, for she 
feared meeting Carl there. 

He gave his horse a cut and darted 
forward in reply, and she saw that his 
face was clouded and he did not appear 
pleased. 
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They rode slowly home without saying 
another word. 

In the afternoon Edwin ordered his trap, 
and without mentioning where he was 
going drove away. 

Elvira with Mrs. Brow and Armida were 
sitting on the balcony working, when the 
latter remarked, 

" I believe those horses your husband is 
driving, Elvira, would know tlie road to 
Skoggard of themselves, they go there so 
often. See, he is turning the corner that 
way." 

Elvira gave no answer, not even raising 
her head, but Mrs. Brow looked anxiously 
across at the young wife. 

" I have a letter from Madam Brogren 
for you," continued Armida, " she is very 
troubled, poor woman, about her son's 
health. I suppose you know that Carl is 
at home for a few days T 

Elvira was still silent, but she put out 
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her hand for the letter. After she had 
read it she gave it back to Armida who 
said^ 

'^ You see she has made up her mind to 
sell Altorp. The poor old woman worries 
about Carl, and she wants to be quiet 
now." 

Elvira rose up from her seat and asked, 

*' Do you know how much she wants for 
Altorp r 

"No; I only know that she offered 

it to Lord Casterton through Count Stan- 
genskjold." 

*'AhI'' was all Elvira answered, as she 
lefb the balcony, leaving her work on the 
table. 

Aimida was just putting up her em- 
broidery to follow her when Mrs. Brow 
«aid quietly, 

"Miss Armida, I have for some days 
wished to speak to you ; please stay now, 
and listen to me/' 
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" I can't understand what you can have 
ix) say to me," she replied, coldly. *' I, as 
Lady Casterton's friend, do not wish to 
have anything to say to my lord's spy." 

"I allow you have nothing to say to 
me," coolly answered the elder lady ; " but 
that does not interfere with my distrust of 
you. You say you are Lady Casterton's 
friend. Is that true ?" 

"I don't say it — I know I am," said 
Armida, with all the dignity she was capa- 
ble of, and which her position in Elvira's 
house warranted. 

"Two years ago I warned you about 
l^eing Lady Casterton's friend," continued 
iihe old lady. " I knew what a dangerous 
friend you were. You would not listen to 
my warning, but have cemented your 
"friendship closer and closer. She believes 
in you; she feels sure of your affection, 
and she does not seem to imagine you 
^ould or would do her harm, and she has 
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no idea of the danger you are menacing her 
with." 

*'Take care of your words, madame/*^ 
exclaimed Armida, " and don't imagine you 
can frighten me. Remember that if you 
wish to blacken my character, and get me^ 
turned away, you must be sure of your 
work, for your position here near Elvira 
makes her doubt your whole conduct ; be- 
sides, for two years, she has shown me 
every aflfection, and you could not now 
upset her belief in the friend of her 
chHdhood." 

"Yes, yes. Miss Kayhjelm; certainly 
you have given her many proofs of love 
and affection," answered Mrs. Brow, with a 
sarcastic smile creeping roimd the corners 
of her lips. " I know them, each and all, 
and — I have ivaited for two years to- 
gather them together before I said a word 
to you. Jf I went to Elvira, and whispered,, 
* Beware of your friend Armida 1' she 
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might perhaps imagine I had been told to 
do so by her husband, and I hesitate to, 
lest she should suspect my motive, and 
lose the only faithful friend she has near 
her. And now I have come to the con- 
clusion that I will let you see I understand 
your friendship. I wonder that so clever 
a girl as you are should commit herself to 
writing. Do you recognize this ?" 

And she held up in her hand a letter. 
Armida turned white, and took a step 
nearer Mrs. Brow; but the letter was 
quietly put back in her pocket. 

" I have you in my power through this 
letter. Miss Armida, and you have no 
other way open to you but to follow my 
will now." 

"You are a very dishonourable person, 
Mrs. Brow," exclaimed Armida. "That 
letter has been stolen 1" 

" May be ; but it is mine now ! Listen 
to me. Lady Casterton has handed to yoa 
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for life a very fair pension, and saved you 
from want. Before the sun goes down 
to-moiTow, you must leave here, I give 
you twenty-four hours; if you remain here 
after that time, I will let Lord Casterton 
see this letter — and I warn you, if he does, 
he will not let his wife give you one 
penny, and the pension you have will be 
withdrawn. And now," she added, "I 
am going for a walk, and will leave you 
to think over what I have said.'* 

Slowly and quietly she gathered her 
knitting together, and left- Arraida alone. 

•*' Betrayed ! shamefully betrayed ! just 
at the moment when I hoped all was well,*' 
the girl muttered to herself, as she bit her 
lips till the blood came with vexation and 
anger. She rose up to leave the balcony, 
when she hesitated, for she heard the 
lady's-maid telling Johan to bring round 
her lady's little waggonette as soon as 
possible. 
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She stood still, and in about a quarter of 
an Lour, Elvira came out on the steps as 
the little basket-camage came up. 

'^ Drive to Altorp," was the answer to 
the coachman's question of where her lady- 
ship wished to go. 

" Now or never, I'll have my revenge," 
murmured Armida. 

An hour later she was wandering in the 
park near the Grand AUee, when a cloud 
of dust approached, and a carriage came in 
sight. 

It was Edwin returning from his drive. 
Seeing Armida he drew up, and called out 
brusquely. 

" Where is Elvira gone ?" 

" To Altorp," answered Armida, scarcely 
able to conceatthe joy she felt in her heart. 

Edwin uttered not a word of reply, but 
turned his horses' heads, and drove furiously 
back on the road to Altorp." 
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AimidA M'^jxbssd him till he was out of 
sgiit. tkizildng^ 

" For once lock has fiiTOured me ! Ah I 
Madame Brow, to-morrow I will leave 
Timasjo with pkasare.'' 




CHAPTER XXV. 

IGHT had spread her darkening 
wings over the earth when Edwin 
^ * returned to Timasjo. 

All was still and quiet, and the lights 
were out in every room but Elvim's tiny 
boudoir. 

"If I go to her and tell her that I have 
heard — heard all this afternoon, and that 
— ^but what use V he thought, as he gazed 
at the lighted window, it will only make a 
scene and I shall gain, nothing by it. How 
patiently she has borne her sorrow and her 
fate, and what right have I to expect pity ? 
or I to accuse her ? I . who have made her 
life a misery to her, and in my cursed pride 
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Lave not tried to make evea the last few 
months bearable for her !" 

He mounted the steps, crossed the terrace 
and entered the hall. His servant came 
forward with a light and asked what his 
lord's wishes were : 

*' To be alone," he answered. 

He sat down in his smoking room and 
began thinking. He longed to go to his 
wife and tell her that he knew all, but his 
pride kept him back. 

A few minutes later and he heard a 
rustling outside his room. The door 
opened, and he was startled to see Elvira 
walk in. 

" I could not go to rest. Lord Casterton. 
I could not sleep till I had first seen you,'* 
she said in a voice scarcely above a whisper. 
"I have something to tell you that will 
pain and anger you ; a confession to make 
that I dread putting into words." 

She looked wretchedly ill, and her eyea 
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-were red with weeping, and she held out 
her hands as if imploring mercy. 

"A confession to make," he said, coming 
near her ; "and what about ? I know all you 
can tell me." 

" No ! Oh no, my lord ! however much I 
may have to regret in my conduct to you, 
I had no idea of this, till — till to-day, and 
I hardly dare tell you I feel so shocked my- 
self. Oh ! what wouldn't I give if I could 
only-" 

" Allow me, Elvira, to interrupt you," he 
replied in a clear, ringing voice, contrasting 
strangely with her breathless, half- whispered 
utterances. " You must surely understand 
me when I say that I heard this afteimoon 
a conversation between a man and a woman 
near the rocks on the sea shore at Altorp. 
I understood what they said, and I for- 
give. 

He left her, and with hasty steps went 
towards his bed room. 
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" Edwin !" she exclairaed, stretching out 
her arms to him, " Edwin ! the whole of 
my life will not suffice to repay your good- 
ness and make me worthy of you." 

He looked at her with a strange light in 
his eyes, of pity and affection. Then 
coming to her he took her in his arms, and 
pressing her to his breast for a moment he 
kissed her, whispering : 

" Poor child ! even your long dark night 
will have a morning's dawn I hope — I hope 
so ! Elvira, good night ! good night !" 

And he loosened his arms, put her gently 
from him and went to his own room. 

She hastened back to her chamber, shut 
the door, and falling on her knees, lifted 
her eyes to Hfeaven, and with the tears 
pouring over her cheeks, she cried : 

''I thank Thee, Father above! Now, 
now, I dare hope at last." 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

IHE next morning a white and 
heavy fog hung over the earthy 
ms^ giving the grounds and gardena 
of Timasjo a melancholy aspect. 

Later than usual, Elvira rang her bell. 
The young -wife had slept so soundly and 
deeply, that she did not wake till a couple 
of hours after her usual time. When at 
last she opened her eyes, it took her several 
minutes to collect her thoughts, and to feel 
sure that the scene of the night before was 
no dream, but a truth and reality. Again 
the words, uttered in that kind, tender 
voice, rung in her ears, " Poor child ! even 
your long dark night will have a morning's. 
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dawn I hope/' and the kiss felt warm and 
loving still. 

Her maid came in. 

She held in her hand a letter which she 
gave to Elvira. 

" His lordship desired me to give it 
jour ladyship the moment you rang your 
beU." 

Elvira's hand shook as she took the 
letter, and her whole frame quivered with 
an indefinable fear. Why, she could not 
have said, but she felt as if this letter was 
to be a casket of Pandora, the moment she 
opened it she would see and know some 
new sorrow. 

" Why hesitate V she thi^ight ; ** it is 
always best to grasp one's misery at once. 
He must have written to spare my feelings, 
and to save me the pain of hearing what he 
now knows." 

Then, telling her maid she would ring 
again when she required her services, she 
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opened the envelope and began the letter. 
It ran : 

" Elvira! — Pride, ambition, and self-love 
have been our mutual enemies. They have 
played a very serious r61e in both our lives, 
but I hope they havef lost their power over 
me now, and I acknowledge to you that I 
think my conduct has been very unworthy 
of my character. You have never known 
that all my life through I have been urged 
to every action I have committed by two 
motives, two passions which were instilled 
into my childhood with the milk I drank. 
They were pride — pride for my name and 
house, and self-love, which often takes the 
form of intense jealousy. 

" You know I was bom a nobleman, the 
heir to a great name, and you know also 
how penniless I was and entirely dependent 
on my aunt. This state of dependence 
galled me. I hated to be indebted for my 
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yearly income to a woman who hated my 
mother, and I wandered about, obtaining 
money as I best could by gaming and cards^ 
rather than hold myself — in my pride — a 
slave to another's wishes. But a temptation 
came I was not strong enough to resist, 
and I gave way. My aunt oflfered to free 
my estates as you already know, and with 
one stroko of her pen put me in a position 
worthy of my house, if I would marry at 
once. 

" I only wanted my estates free, to be able 
to live worthy of my name, my own master, 
and I agreed eagerly — but only for this 
cause — to her wish. 

"Love was out of the question, so I applied 
to the Frenchman, D'Orbean, for I did not 
want to unite my fate with any one who 
should know my poverty and the state of 
my family affairs. 

" We met, you and I. 

** You do not know, Elvira, what an effect 
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yojir sweet womanly face had on me, and 
how charmed I was with your beauty and 
bearing, till I found out you also only 
married from motives of ambition. Then I 
was angry that so fair a form and such a 
child-like innocent face could cover such a 
hard cold heart, that you would give up all 
hopes of happiness, every womanly soft 
feeling, every young girl's dearest hope, 
merely to possess a great name, and be the 
owner of a high-sounding title. 

" I admired your face, but I hated and 
"despised your heart, and in this unhappy 
state of affairs I brought you to Harton 
Court, my wife. 

" The month we passed there was a 
mixture of pleasure and pain to me. 

**I saw how gentle and forgiving your 
nature was, and how you tried to be 
kind and amiable to those who treated you 
<5oldly and disdainfully. I saw the patience 
with which you bore all the stabs and slights 
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oflfered to you, because of your more humble 
birth ; but I had seen also the delight and 
happiness of your face when during the first 
day or two every one flattered and pitied 
you. In spite of myself, I was fast falling 
in love with you; but rather than ac- 
knowledge to myself that I loved the one 
who had married me only for a name, and 
without one atom of afiection, I would have 
shot myself. My bitter pride kept me from 
shomng you any tenderness, and I crushed 
down every sign of the love I knew was in 
my heart for you. Then jealousy came and 
tormented me, for Sidney told me he loved 
you, and would have given his life to make 
you his wife, and he urged me to care for, 
and love you, as he assured me you had 
married me from love. I laughed at the 
idea, but I was looking forward to the time 
when I should be able to take you away 
and have you to myself at Casterton. Your 
wish to live away from me not only 
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wounded my self-love, and humbled my 
• pride to the dust, but pained my heart in 
its tenderest point. 

" And it was whilst suflfering most acutely 
from these causes that I met Martha S. 
Her lovely face, graceful fascination, and 
piquant conversation, charmed me. I 
recognized in her betrothed the man I had 

seen gaze so earnestly at you the day of our 
wedding ; and when she told me that once 
you had loved him, but that he had left you 
for her, I hated him for the affection you 
had given him, and in the wickedness of 
my pride I determined to make him suffer 
and win her from him. I thought to prove 
to you in this dishonourable way that you 
were nothing to me, and that I did not care 
for you. How I regret now, words will not 
express, but I came to Timasjo, and, as you 
know, met Sidney there. My jealousy was 
roused, and also again fomented by a por- 
tion of a letter I was shown, which told me 
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you had listened to Carl Brogren's love, and 
Tvith my own eyes I saw you part from him 
one day on the shore after a long talk in an 
arranged interview. 

" It was my raging jealousy which made 
me speak those bitter words to you, in that 
home when we last met after your illness. 
I loved you in my heart, but I still kept it 
crushed down. What I suffered when I 
read the lines which told me you had left 
Timasjo, I will not pain you with here. It 
seemed to me as if those last few words 
breathed of love to me, the love I had 
longed for so intensely, and 1 thought, * I 
will follow her, and tell her I love her, and 
will make her love me.' You know how 
you treated me, leaving the town the 
instant you heard I was arrived, and my 
passion for you I was determined should 
die. 

**One evening, at the opera, it was 
whispered to me, ' Your wife intends singing 
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to-night instead of Madame M/ Elvira, 
never shall I forget the eflfect of those words. 
I, a Casterton, to be openly scandalized 
like this 1 I could, at that moment, have 
murdered you I Why did you act in this 
way 1 thought when my anger cooled — and 
I knew it must be because you loved some 
one else. Then it began to be whispered 
about that you loved Lembourn, and for 
his sake were trying your utmost powers to 
provoke me to a separation* I knew he 
cared for you. I noticed how pale and 
anxious you looked, and I thought it was 
for his sake. I loved you, Elvira, more 
madly than ever, and there were moments 
when I felt as if I could kill both you and 
myself: you for giving me the agony I 
suffered by my jealousy, and myself for 
being such a fool as really to love the wife 
who had no affection for me. Lemboum's 
death in his duel assured me of the truth 
of my feelings. When I told you, and you 
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iamted at my feet, then I knew you cared 
for him, and had given him your heart. 

" We came here, and the days and hours 
crept on till yesterday, when I received a 

» 

letter which obliged me to go to Skoggard. 
It was my Jirst visit since I came to this 
country. Returning, I was told you had 
gone to Altorp. Immediately that demon 
jealousy took possession of me, and I drove 
there thinking of your refusal to go with 
me in the morning, and wondering why 
you went by yourself, for you must have 
known Carl Brogren had arrived at home, 
and it was he who killed poor Lembourn. 

" A little before arriving at the house I 
left my trap and walked up through the 
copse, and then I heard a conversation ; and 
after that, without going as I intended to 
the house, I returned. I was not angry^ 
and I was not oflfended. You had, in thia 
conversation made known to me a secret 
which involved our separation. 
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"You waited up for me when I came 
back worn out with the struggle I had gone 
through as to how I should act, and spare 
you pain. You came to me to tell me all, 
hut I wished to spare you as I say, and I 
stopped your confession. You had suflTered 
and sacrificed yourself enough for me. 

" And this is why I now say farewell. 
I go away from here ; our marriage shall 
never be loosed except by death, but I am 
going where that is easy to find. 

"My one only wish now is, that you 
and I may never meet again. I can for- 
give, but not forget, the shame you have 
brought on 

"Edwin Casterton." 

She dropped the letter, and clasping her 
head with both her hands, cried aloud,. 
" Am I mad or dreaming, or is this really 
true r 

And she sprang out of bed, and waa 
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leaving the room, hardly knowinsf what she 
intended to do, when she met Mrs. Brow 
€oming to her. 

" I wished to say a few words to you, 
Lady Casterton, for I have received a note 
from your husband, written before he left, 
giving me my dismissal." 

" Has he gone ?" exclaimed Elvira, staring 
hopelessly at the elder lady. 

" Yes. He was off at sunrise. He was 
obliged to travel to England suddenly ; on 
business, he says." 

" What shaU I do ? God help me !" said 
the girl, despair ringing in her voice. 

" God helps those who help themselves," 
said the Englishwoman, soothingly, as she 
led Elvira back into her room. Then, 
shutting the door, and locking it to pre- 
vent intruders, she made her sit down on 
the sofa and listen to something she had to 
«ay. 

An hour after she came out again, and 
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going into the dining-room, she said to 
Armida, 

" Lady Casterton is in her bath, and does 
not wish to be disturbed till lunch, if 
you think of paying her a visit in her 



room." 



Armida made no answer, but put a letter 
she had in her hand on the table. 

" When are you going, Miss Armida ?" 

"I don't know yet,'' she answered. 
Then turning her head towards her 
questioner she added with her cat-like 
smile, "Lord Casterton has gone to Eng- 
land, Mrs. Brow. You were very stupid 
not to give him that letter yesterday. Per- 
haps if he had seen it he would not have 
journeyed to-day." 

"It will not be too late when I see 
him in London," quietly observed Mrs. 
Brow* 

" Somewhat, I think, as I have it in my 
own possession," she replied, triumphantly 
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drawing a letter from her pocket, add^ 
ing— 

"And now, madame, how are you going 
to manage about obliging me to go ! I 
defy you now, and I piiy you for your dis- 
appointment." 

" I can assure you," she answered, smiling, 
" it will give me pleasure for you to stay 
here. My one wish is, that you may remain 
here. Miss Kayhjelm." 

" How amiable of you !" and with a mock 
bow of deference and courtesy she left the 
room. 

Mrs. Brow merely smiled again to herself, 
and took up the letter left on the table. 
It was an envelope containing a card, and 
addressed to Lady Casterton. 

On the card was written — 

Mabtha Stangenskjold, 
Abvid Stbom. 

The Englishwoman knew that this was 
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the simple Swedish way of publicly an- 
nouncing an engagement, and as she put it 
down again the smUe round her mouth 
reached her eyes and lit up her face with a 
gleam of satisfaction and joy. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

HE 20th of September, 1854, waa 
a day never to be forgotten. 
The war in the Crimea was 
engrossing the entire attention of Europe,, 
and every one's thoughts were anxiously 
centred around the Black Sea, and won- 
derful results were expected in the future 
from the strife between the contending 
nations. 

The civilized world were longing to see 
the haughty pride of the Russians humbled 
to the dust, and the Western powera 
unfurling their banners of victory over 
the usurping tyranny of this Eastern 
nation. 
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The 20th of September was a glorious 
day for the allied armies ; they had fought 
and vanquished the enemy so completely^ 
that even the commander-in-chief, Prince 
Menschikoff himself, was obliged to retreat 
with his remaining force, and await rein- 
forcements, ere attempting or daring another 
encounter. 

At the same hour, and on the same day 
on which the armies were being led on to 
this great victory, a very different scene 
was enacting in the tiny church of Tunaa« 
kers, about twenty miles from Stock- 
holm. 

Martha Stangenskjold and Captain Strom 
were standing before the altar there ta 
swear love and fealty one to the other 
for better for worse "until death do us. 
part.'' 

Amongst those who were assembled tO' 
gaze at the unusual and strange sight of a. 
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wedding in that church,* was Lotta. She 
had gone early to obtain a good seat, and 
to be as near as possible to the bridal 
party. 

From the moment when she first heard 
of the engagement between Martha and 
Captain Strom, she had exhibited a great 
interest in the afl&.ir. 

" I should not be surprised if she were 
to break off this match as she did the 
other, merely to be able to go back to 
England and worry Elvira. Oh ! yes, I 
know her, and her father too — both alike 
for that matter. I just hope, with all my 
lieait, that her husband will prove a tyrant 
to her — serve her right if he is. But the 
wedding had better be quick, and glad I 
shaU be when it is over." 

* In Sweden, marriages, as a rule, are celebrated 
in the private dwellings, both amongst rich and poor. 
This custom is due to the intense cold of the winter, 
in which bridal dress cannot safely be worn out of 
doors. — [Translator's note.] 




Elvira, Lady Casterton. 243 

So thought and spoke Lotta when she 
sat at work during the two months which 
liad elapsed since the engagement was a 
declared affair, and as the wedding-day 
grew near, she showed an anxiety and 
interest about the matter that somewhat 
astonished those around her. 

She was very curious to see the bride- 
groom, for, like every one else, she could 
not understand how it was that the proud 
haughty Froken* Stangenskjold had con- 
sented to wed with a stranger and a no- 
body with the common name of Strom, 
possessing no rank in the army, and with 
no fortune or social position to render the 
match in any degree a worthy alliance for 
the daughter of one of the noblest families 
in the land. 

And that the count, her father, should 

* In Sweden " Froken" is the title belonging to 
the unmarried daughters of all noble families. — [Trans- 
lator's note.] 
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give lii8 consent ! Was he not known to 
be the haughtiest man in town, and one, 
above all others, who prided himself on his. 
noble quarterings and the unsullied purity 
of his blood ? 

He now gathered together all his kins- 
folk and friends, and made the marriage 
as imposing as possible under his altered 
circumstances, and if he gave his daughter 
to a man without family or name, he did 
it in a way to leave no possible doubt on 
the minds of his friends that he regretted 
the match, or in any way considered it a 
a mesalliance. Every one wondered, and 
every one was curious to know the reason of 
this unusual marriage. 

The plain girls amongst her acquain- 
tances openly smiled, and expressed their 
astonishment that the beautiful, courted, 
and rich Martha could not find a nobler 
husband than a simple oflBcer in the French 
service. And the pretty ones declared 
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they would never have consented to stoop 
so low as this Herr Strom, but that one 
and all were eager and curious for the day 
to arrive which was to give them the chance 
of seeing the poor soldier who had be- 
witched Martha into sacrificing for him 
her freedom and noble name. 

The guests had left Skoggard, and 
driven to the church. They stood all 
round the altar, filling the chancel, and 
waited for the bride and her lover. The 
priest stood within the rails, with his 
book open, and his handkerchief held by 
the comer hanging from his left hand, 
when at last the bride, followed by her 
■eight bridesmaids, entered the church, and 
slowly walked up the aisle. She was as 
pale and white as her veil, but her car- 
riage was proud, and she held back her 
beautiful head and looked haughtily and 
ooldly on all around. As she took her 
place, the bridegroom came forward dressed 
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in his French uniform, and with the Croes. 
of the Legion of Honour on his breast. 

In a moment every eye was turned on. 
him, and the pent-up curiosity was sud- 
denly changed into intense and amused 
surprise. He was neither young nor hand- 
some, but a tall, broad-shouldered, grave 
man, with a sprinkling of gray hair about 
head and beard t 

He had hardly taken his stand by his 
bride, when a loud shriek ran through the 
church, and a woman near the altar on the 
left fell fainting on the floor. 

It was Lotta. 

The bride turned slightly round and 
shivered, but the captain, merely raising 
his eyebrows, murmured quietly to the 
priest to begin. 

And in less than ten minutes the cere- 
mony was over, and the two were made 
one. The organ pealed out the " Wedding 
March," friends clustered round for con- 
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gratulations, names were signed, and at 
last the newly-made husband and wife 
walked out of the church. 

Near the carriage stood Lotta, her cheeks 
as white as the bride's, and with a scared 
look in her face, that was strangely at 
variance with her usual calm, self-contained 
demejinour. 

As the captain handed his wife to her 
seat, Lotta pushed forward and seemed 
about to speak, but he coldly and steadily 
fixed his eyes on her for a moment, and 
then without a word stepped in and sat 
down by Martha's side. 

The instant the door was shut, Martha 
said : 

" Do you know that woman ? she looks 
very strange at you." 

"Slightly. I think she is, or rather 
was. Lady Casterton's nurse," he replied 
indiflferently. " I remember seeing her in 
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Copenhagen the day Lord Casterton was 
married." 

*^ But to see her now one would think 
that she — " 

" Was not very friendly disposed to me," 
he interrupted, smiling ; " perhaps so, but 
I never care if such people favour me or 
not. It's all the same to me." 

Martha did not answer, but she thought 
that the meeting at the carriage door had, 
to say the least about it, something very 
odd and peculiar, especially as the woman 
looked frightened and disturbed, and seemed 
cowed by the cool manner, and defiant, 
silent gesture of her husband. 

She was very pale, and cold as marble, 
and sat back m her seat, hardly noticing 
the compliments he was paying her, or any* 
thing he did or said. When they arrived 
at Skoggard she walked into the dining- 
room and received the congratulations of 
all present with the same hard, stony look 
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in her eyes that had been there during the 
time she was standing before the altar. 

The dinner was eaten, the bride's and 
bridegroom's healths drank, and yet the 
ashy paleness of her face never once 
changed, nor did one tinge of colour creep 
into her cheek. 

Captain Strom glanced at her now and 
then with a momentary dark frown on his 
brow, and as his eyes met hers she would 
exert herself and talk and laugh with those 
around, in obedience to his silent command, 
but only when the spell of his frown was 
over her ; the moment he seemed interested 
in the rest of the company, she would re- 
lapse into silence again and sit as still and 
quiet as death. 

At last the dinner was over, and the 
guests not staying in the house began to 
disperse, and the bride and bridegroom 
were alone for a short time in a boudoir 
leading out of the large drawing-room. 
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Martha leant back in a causeuse, looking 
worn and ill. 

Her husband came near her, and, drawing 
a chair close to hers, he said in a dry, hard 
manner : 

" Martha, I am not pleased with the way 
you behaved to-day. You are my wife now, 
and you must try and prevent the world 
having any idea that I am not the happiest 
fellow alive.'' 

" Pretend I like my fate 1" she burst 
out after hesitating how to answer him» 
'* Pretend that I am happy with a man I 
hate ! Never ! I am your wife now, I am 
bound to you for life I know, and separated 
from every joy and pleasure in consequence ; 
but I also know that I will never try in any 
way to make the tie between us bearable, 
and if you imagine that time will softea 
matters and make me care for you, then 
you are mistaken. You have won all you 
wish for. You have made me marry you, 
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but it is useless to expect me to pretend or 
feel any approach to aflfection for you." 

"I will not force you to do that," he 
replied sternly, '^but whatever I decide 
about oyxr future life you will have to sub- 
mit to. You know enough of my character 
now, to be sure that I will not be played 
with ; don't you, my beloved ?" 

"I know that you are a man to be 
feared," she answered, raising herself from 
her reclining position, *^but it does not 
prevent my telling you at once, that I shall- 
never show you one atom of aflfection. 
Why did you marry me ? why did you 
make me become your wife ? You do not 
love me, you have never asked me to care- 
for you»^ What was it that made you com- 
pel my father and me to accept you as my 
husband ? You knew our wretched family 
afl[airs ; you knew I was not as rich as I 
was supposed to be. It could not be that 
you wished to be united to a noble family,. 
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for that is of no use to you, as you are no 
longer a Swedish subject. Was it then the 
paltry desire to punish my pride and over- 
come my opposition ?" 

" None of these reasons, Martha, made me 
do it,'' he said after a slight pause, *^but the 
desire to separate you from Casterton, and 
compel you to put an end to the intrigues 
you were spinning around that man." 

" And pray what aflTair was it of yours if 
I loved him, and hoped one day to be his 

wife r 

'' Just this, that all your intrigues were 
bringing sorrow on Casterton's wife.'' 

" Arvid !" she exclaimed, and for the first 
time that day a tinge of colour rushed into 
her cheeks, ^* what do you mean ? what 
interest have you in Elvira ?" 

"I love her," he answered with deep 
. feeling. 

'* And you dare tell me that on our wed- 
ding day." 
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" If I did not love Lady Castertou, our 
wedding day would never have arrived, 
Martha." 

" O God ! such falseness is beyond en- 
durance," she exclaimed, as she raised her 
hands and started up. 

" Hush ! not so loud," he entreated, " it 
would be a pity to let our guests know our 
secrets to-day. Let us talk quietly and 
don't make a scene, I hate such acting ;" 
and he fixed his eyes on her face, and 
waited for her to grow calm. 

She threw herself back in her chair again, 
murmuring in a choked voice : 

" I wonder if there is another woman on 
earth as miserable as I am ?" 

" Yes, there is one much more miserable," 
lie answered, " for she possesses what you 
do not — a heart — and that woman is — 
Elvira." 

" If you mention her name again I shall 
go mad/' she said angrily. 
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" Don't excite yourself, Martha," he said 
quietly, "or try my patience too far, for you 
know I have not much. Besides, what if 
your relations in there hear you, and make 
fun of the scene which took place between 
you and me on our wedding day. Should 
you like them to spread abroad the fact that 
the moment the ceremony was over you for- 
got yourself so far as to fall into a passion ? 
You know they do not love you, and that 
they would not spare you." 

Her bosom heaved, but she did not 
answer, and to escape his searching gaze 
she turned away her head. 

He took her hand and added, smiling : 

** You are so very lovely you ought not 
to spoil your perfect features by angry con- 
tortions. It is a pity, I can assure you." 

She snatched away her hand, and was 
still silent. 

Presently he continued in the same cold 
tone : 
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" And now that you are calmer, I will 
say a few words about Lady Casterton. 
To make her happy I would give my life, 
and not think the sacrifice too great. 
Therefore you can perhaps xmderstand a 
little of what I felt when I found out that 
you were her most dangerous enemy, and 
inciting every one over whom you had any 
influence to do their utmost to separate the 
husband and wife. I determined to put 
an end to your plotting, and the only way 
to do it was to make you my wife ; but I 
am afraid I am a little too late. Casterton: 
has gone to the Crimea and is fighting hard, 
but no one knows where his wife is. How- 
ever, I hope that he will return safe and 
sound, and that in spite of all the harm you 
have done he will be happy yet with his 
wife." 

" Then your hope shall never be fulfilled,'* 
she broke in eagerly. " Casterton will never 
see his wife again, even if he returns from 




25fi Elvira, Lady Gastertoii. 

the war. He knew before he went away 
that her birth was surrounded by a dis- 
graceful mystery, and that is why he left 
Sweden and rushed into the war, hoping 
that, by a glorious death, the tarnish on the 
honour of his name might be forgotten." 

Captain Arvid Strom crossed his arms on 
his breast and regarded his bride with a 
calm, defiant expression shining in his eyes. 
She looked like a beautiful demon enveloped 
in lace and silk, who had suddenly been 
changed into a female form in order to tor- 
ment and laugh like a true woman at the 
man before her. 

" And what is this secret V he asked in 
a hard tone. 

She rose, and putting her hand on his 
shoulder, whispered a few words in his ear. 
He started violently, and looked at her 
earnestly as he said : 

" And you told him so ?" 

" I not only told him, but I proved it to 
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him, and the next morning he left for the 
Crimea," 

She looked at her husband with a 
triumphant smile, enjoying the pain she 
had evidently inflicted, for his face had 
turned pale as she spoke, and the hard, 
stony countenance had for once given way 
and shown signs of fear and anxiety. She 
had discovered that he too had a wound 
that could be touched, and make him wince 
with the pain, and in her heart she rejoiced 
though she did not understand how it could 
be. 

He in his turn was silent for a while, 
merely looking at her fixedly. Then he 
rose and said carelessly : 

" There are no bounds to a woman's 
malice, and you, Martha, are an adept in 
the art. But there is one charm in all a 
woman does, she never perfects her work, 
so that it is easy often to undo it. Come. 
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let us go iuto the drawing-room and join 
our guests. When a man like myself has 
won a beautiful woman with bad passions, 
he must endeavour to overcome her pro- 
pensities and undo all the mischief she is 
likely to make. So I warn you, Mart.ha, 
that I shall indemnify Elvira for all the harm 
you have done her, and make her happy in 
spite of you and your father. If you defy 
me, then the world shall know the talisman 
I wielded to win you for my wife. Come, 
let us go." 

He put out his hand and she followed 
him very unwillingly. 

**You must have a more smiling face 
than that, Martha, or the world will read 
in your face the worthlessness of your soul. 
If it will help you to accommodate yourself 
to your fate I may as well tell you that 
Casterton never loved you : all he said and 
wrote to you was prompted merely by the 
caprice of the moment. He loves his wife. 
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and very soon I will prove to you the truth 
of what I now say. " 

Then he added, as he put her hand under 
his arm : 

'^ Happiness is a chimera^ Martha, and a 
thing of the imagination ; so try and be- 
lieve yourself the happiest of brides. There 
is nothing more stupid than striving to win 
a heart that belongs to another." 

As they entered the drawing-room, Ar- 
mida looked up and said to herself : 

" What can the power be which he exer- 
cises over her, and which prompted her to 
marry him ? Whatever it is, it is as omni- 
potent with the father as the daughter. I 
must tiy and find it out, for I am sure she 
not only hates him but fears him." 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

T was very late in the evening 
when Armida drove back to 
Timasjo CMteaiu 
Lotta was standing in the hall when she 
arrived, and no sooner did Armida see her 
than she remembered the sudden fainting 
fit in church, and determined to find out 
if it had any remote connection with the 
appearance of the bridegroom. Surely she 
must have known him before, if the instant 
she saw him she screamed out and lost her 
senses. 

*' How good you are, Lotta, to sit up for 
me,'' she said kindly. " I did not expect 
such an attention from you. But I am 
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tired, and you wilj help me undress, won't 

you r 

They went up to Armida's room, and on 
the road she said, 

** I hope you are better now, Lotta, you 
frightened me when you uttered that ex- 
clamation and then fainted. Why one 
would think it was the bridegroom's ap- 
pearance caused it. Do you know Captain 
Strom r 

" No, it was not that, miss. But he is 
so like a brother of mine who died some 
time ago, that seeing him stand there 
startled me." 

" Likely I believe that," thought Ar- 
mida, but aloud she said, 

*^ It must have been a strong resem- 
blance to make you ilL*' 

**It was only momentary, Froken Ar- 
mida. I am not as strong as I was, and 
I was, as I say, startled at the likeness." 

" I just wonder," thought Armida again,' 
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" how long the woman will take to come 
to the point. I know she means to pump 
me, but I will get something out of her 
too." 

After helping her oflf with her dress and 
taking down her hair, Lotta said, 

"What was that uniform he wore, and 
can you tell me who he is, miss ?" 

** Ah, ah," said Armida to herself, •* so 
it is coming at last. I shall gather a little 
news presently." 

" The uniform was a French captain's, 
and Captain Strom is a great artist as well. 
They say he is going back with his wife to 
France soon." 

** Then he is not a Swede although he 
has a Swedish name," Lotta answered 
musingly. 

" He was bom in Sweden, but ho left 
the country quite young," answered Ar- 
mida. ** It is hinted that he was obliged 
to leave." 
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" Why ?" asked Lotta, unconsciously 
crushing Armida's beautiful French flowers 
in her hand. 

'' Maybe he helped himself to his master's 
money^ or something of that sort — I can't 
really say. I believe he was once in it 
merchant's office." 

Lotta's face brightened. The anxious 
careworn expression vanished, and she 
looked quite reUeved. She said no more 
of the captain, but after a moment or two 
^ded, 

** I think you do not require me any 
longer now, so I will go to bed. A mes- 
sage came up this afternoon from Altorp, 
Froken Armida, to know if you would 
receive Mrs. Brogren to-morrow morning 
about eleven; she wants to see you. I 
said I would tell you, and that I thought 
you would be at home. Good-night." 

" I wonder what she can have to say to 
me," thought Armida as she laid her head 
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on the pillow, " perhaps something about 
Carl, surely— surely he must love me in 
the end, and I shall be rewarded for all 
my trouble. Oh, it is sad to love a man 
as I love him, and know he cares for some 
one else. It must come right at last, and 
I will make him love me if I can.** 

The next morning she dressed more care- 
ftjly than usual, and went down to break- 
h&t at nine o'clock. She could not eat; 
she felt restless and tmeasy, and thought 
the hour would never conxe to an end. 
She went to the drawing-room and was 
arranging the flowers in a stand near the 
window, when she heard the door open 
behind her and some one come in. 

She turned round, and to her intense 
surprise saw Carl Brogren. 

She went towards him, the colour flush- 
ing her face as she held out her hands, 
sajdng: 

" Carl, this is a pleasure, I had no idea 
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your wound was cured even. Are you 
quite well again V 

**Yes, at last/' he answered gravely; 
" for months I have been ill, but now " 

" I am glad to see you out again, but 
you look pale and thin," she interrupted. 

" No wonder ; besides, I have been think- 
ing over the sin I committed in provoking 
the duel, and it is not a pleasant thing,. 
Armida, to know you have caused another'a 
death, and I have had time to ponder over 
all that led up to it, and now before I go 
away perhaps for ever, I wanted to say a 
few words to you." 

She trembled as she exclaimed, 

*^ Going away perhaps for ever, what 
do you mean V 

"I am going to Constantinople. I start 
t6-morrow.'' 

She did not answer, but sat down, and 
he too took a seat as he added. 
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*' I am going to tell you many thinga 
which I want you to remember, and ** 

" Oh, Carl,** she cried, finding her voice 
again, ''you are not really going 'so far. 
WhatshaUIdo?' 

" Do ? You ?*' he answered, unheeding 
her beseeching eyes. " A busy l»ain like 
yours can always find enough to do ; but 
listen, I don't want any nonsense. I am 
in .0 h^o.. for ^\^s^^s.y 
I have too much contempt for you.*' 

" Carl I" she said piteously. 

" Well ! I can't help it. You have been 
no friend of mine or anybody^s, but done 
all the mischief you could, and now I 
know it is too late to be undone. I repeat 
I despise you." 

" Carl, don't— don't speak like " 

"But I will," he said sternly. ''You 
know I always loved Elvira truly and well, 
and that I had no warmer wish than to 
marry her, but you came between us with 
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your fiendish temptationa You had me 
invited to Timasjo, and told me that 
Martha cared for me, and you made them 
repeat stories to me of Herr Brom^r's un- 
fair usury business till I grew ashamed of 
his relationship to Elvira." 

" Carl 1 It was not I did '' 

^^ You did, and that other woman with 
you ; between you and Martha there is not 
much to choose, I confess, but you know 
I was weak, and the devil got hold of me, 
and I gave up Elvira, and the girlish heart 
she had given me was closed against me 
for ever, and then I knew to my cost 
that I should never love another. You 
played your wicked game, and when she 
and I were separated and in my pride I 
hoped to win the high-born noble Martha^ 
then you began again to plot between her 
and me, telling me she loved me, but to her, 
that I still loved Elvira." 

" Why repeat all this now, Carl ?" she 
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interposed in despair, " they are both mar- 
ried, and you '' 

*' Why ? that you may know that I see 
through your plotting, and that I don't 
thank you for it, besides, I want to know 
why you did it ?" 

She was silent. Her head was bowed, 
and she covered her face with her hands. 

"You don't answer," he went on, "be- 
cause you can't. My impression is, you 
have done it all from pure fiendish malice. 
When Martha and I were engaged, and 
her foolish old father had given his con- 
sent to our union, you still bothered us 
with your falsehoods. As ill luck would 
have it, we again met Elvira at Wiesbaden, 
and I heard she was to marry Sir Sidney 
Lemboum. Martha played day after day, 
and night after night, as if she were mad ; 
but she was kind and loving to me during 
that time, and when she saw me look at 
Elvira, she whispered all kinds of imworthy 
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things agamst her father, and taunted me 
with my fency for her. However, that 
passed, Elvira married, I saw her on her 
wedding-day, and we went to Baden-Baden 
for a few weeks before our wedding. And 
now let me ask you what you think of 
yourself when you remember all the wicked 
plotting you did to separate me from 
Martha. That fellow Casterton was there, 
and didn't you play the same game with him 
and Martha that you had played with me 
and Elvira ? Don't act like that, Armida," 
he added, for she had risen with outstretched 
hands imploring him to be silent; "but 
remember what mischief you have done. 
It was you who pretended to be my friend 
and Martha's too, and yet you told me she 
laughed at me behind my back, and you 
encouraged her to try and win Casterton, 
and you know it was your work when she 
gave me back my betrothal ring. I hated 
her, and I hated Casterton, for I had lost 



270 Elvira^ Lady Casterton. 



the girl I loved ; and now the one I was 
proud of for her beauty and nobility was 
gone from me too." 

" It was for your sake, Carl/' she moaned ; 
** for your happiness I did it." 

'* What humbug I You have no heart 
for any one but yourself, or you would not 
have again tempted me to renew my love- 
makitig with Elvira. You told me she still 
oared for me, and when I thought you were 
acting kindly for me, you were doing me all 
the harm you could. I won't wound you with 
repeating the false words you said Sir Sid- 
ney Lembourn had uttered. You taunted 
me for some devil's purpose or other, till I 
had no alternative but to fight him. What 
you said to him of course I don't know ; 
but the result was we met, and I was shot 
in the leg, and my bullet went through 
his lung. Gk>od Heavens ! when I think 
of it all I feel nearly mad. I was mad 
then, I know. Why couldn't I have 
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known it was all false^ and that a woman 
without either heart or soul mitst be at 
the bottom of the mischief? To the end 
of my days I shall be wretched ; but I 
have one consolation through it all. I 
know that I never cared for any other 
woman than Elvira ; she alone has had my 
heart, though I know I have acted dis- 
honourably. If you only knew the contempt 
I have for you, now I have found out the 
false part you have played ! I despise you 
more than words can express, for you have 
been an enemy to us all, yet pretended to 
be a friend to each. But for your false 
words I should never have dared say a 
word of love to Elvira after her marriage, 
and but for you I should not have stained 
my honour and hand with the blood of a 
good man. God knows if your pretended 
aflfection for me is true or not, but if it be 
any comfort to you, you may know that I 
shall never again return to my native land. 
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You have banished me for ever from all I 
care for or enjoy in life ** 

''Carl ! Carl! kill me if you will but 
don't say it. Oh I I shall die if you say 
more/' she sobbed out, as she sunk on her 
knees by the sofe. " I did it for you *^ 

" Then God forgive you for all the harm 
you have wrought. You have even stooped 
so low as to take money from the one 
whose happiness you have wrecked. I 
wonder it does not bum your fingers. 
Poor Elvira, she has indeed been generous 
to you I Take my advice, and for the 
future do not meddle in any one's affairs, 
and try if you can to tell the truth. The 
day of repentance will come to you, as it 
has to me, and if you then feel half the 
remorse I do, then I pity you." 

And without a word of farewell, he took 
up his hat and left the room. 

" And this — this is the end,'' she moaned 
in her distress, as ^she lay on the floor 
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^* O God I it is hard, but I did not meaa 
harm to him — I loved him so. I hoped—- 
hoped he would — come to me at last for 
comfort. His contempt — he despises me — " 
and with a cry that seemed to break her 
heart in twain, she fell back on the ground 
in a deep and long swoon. 
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